The  Granite  is  a  Friendly  Bank 


$500,000  Surplus 


City  Square 
Quincy 

Granite  2500 


loll  II  slOl, 


$5,000,000  Assets 


Opp.  Depot 
Wollaston 

Granite  5200 


Why  Not  Keep  an  Account  at 
"THE  FRIENDLY  BANK" 

Largest  Surplus  of  any  Commercial  Bank  in  Norfolk  County 

Oldest — Strongest — Largest 

Commercial  Bank  in  the   Granite  City 


4Vi%   Interest  makes  $5.00  a  week  in  5  years  $1436.65 


And  Good  Furniture  Keeps  The 
younger  generation  at  home 


4IIIIIIMIIIIMIIIIIIIIIIIHMIIIIIIIIIMIIIMIIIIIIIIIUIIIIIIIIMIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIMIMIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIII1IIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIUIIIMII 

Many  Boys  and  Girls  in  their  teens  are  spend- 
ing their  evenings  out,  because  their  homes 
are  neither  Tastefully  or  Modernly  Furnished. 
How  they  would  enjoy  a  home  to  which  they 
would  be  proud  and  glad  to  invite  their  chums. 
A  small  investment  in  our  Good  Furniture  will 
mean  much  and  inspire  them  to  furnish  their 
homes  similarly  in  the  days  to  come.  Open 
a  charge  account  if  you  wish    :        :        :        : 

iiiiiiii II I  <  t  ii  14 1 1 M till i i i  ■  1 1  ■ i r  r  t  •  1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 mi. 
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WILL 
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A 

RADIO 


1495  Hancock  St., 


Henry  L.  Kincaide  &  Co.  Qui^M^. 


Please  Mention  the  Golden  Rod  When  Patronizing  Our  Advertiser* 


Northeastern  University 

SCHOOL  OF  ENGINEERING 


Locating  Edge  Stones,  Whitman  &  Howard,  Civil  Engineers 

COURSES  OFFERED 

The  School  of  Engineering,  Northeastern  University,  offers  four-year  college  courses 
of  study,  in  co-operation  with  engineering  firms,  in  the  following  branches  of 
engineering,   leading  to  the  Bachelor's  degree: 

1.  Civil  Engineering  3.      Electrical  Engineering 

2.  Mechanical  Engineering  4.      Chemical  Engineering 

5.      Administrative  Engineering 

REQUIREMENTS  FOR  ADMISSION 

Graduates  of  the  Quincy  High  School  who  have  included  algebra  to  quadratics, 
plane  geometry  and  four  years  of  English  in  their  courses  of  study  are  admitted 
without    examinations. 

EARNINGS 

The  earnings  of  the  students  for  their  services  with  co-operating  firms  vary  from 
$250  to  $600  per  year. 

APPLICATION 

An  application  blank  will  be  found  inside  the  back  cover  of  the  catalog.  Copies 
will  also  be  mailed  upon  request.  Applications  for  admission  to  the  school  in 
September,    1926,   should  be  forwarded  to  the  school  at  an  early  date. 

CATALOG 

For  catalog  or  any  further  information  in  regard  to  the  school,   address 

CARL  S.  ELL,  Dean 

School  of  Engineering  Northeastern  University  Boston  1 7,  Mass. 

316  Huntington  Avenue 


"Prep"  School 

CLOTHES 

Not  just  Men's  Suits  in  Small  size  —  but 
Suits  with  individual  character,  built  along  the 
right  line,  with  ability  to  take  punishment 
and  not  show  it,  in  a  word,  Suits  like  the  fellow 
they're  made  for  :  :  :  : 

2  Pants    Suit    $27.50 

OVERCOATS        :        TOP  COATS        :        FURNISHINGS 
The  Men's  and  Boys'  Shop 

TALBOT -QUINCY  Inc. 

1 387  HANCOCK  STREET 

Quincy  Trust  Company 

Quincy,  Mass. 

"The  People's  Bank" 

1486  Hancock  Street  Branch  at  27  Billings  Road 

Quincy,  Mass.  Norfolk  Downs 

Checking  Department  Savings  Department 

We  operate  a  Savings  Department  under  the 
same  regulations  as  Savings  Banks.  Deposits 
therein  are  free  from  State  taxation       :       :       : 

Open  Saturday  evenings  7.00  to  10.00  o'clock 

H.  E.  CURTIS,  President 

AARON  HOBART,  Asst.  to  President 

E.  W.  BATES,  Treasurer 

MEMBER  FEDERAL  RESERVE  SYSTEM 


Compliments  of 


Our  Mayor 
PERLEY  E.  BARBOUR 


Cood Place 

-TO  BUY- 


GRADUATION  SHOES 

For 

Young  Men  and  Women 

WHO  DEMAND  QUALITY  AND  STYLE 
At  Prices  From  $5.50  Up 

MOORHEAD'S  SHOE   STORE 

1547  HANCOCK  STREET  -  QUINCY 


THE  BEST  PLACE 


IN  THIS  CITY  TO  BUY  PAPER  AND 
ENVELOPES,  CARDS,  CARDBOARD, 
ETC.  IS  THE  PRINT  SHOP  WHERE 
THIS    GOLDEN -ROD    WAS    PRINTED. 

Granite  City  Print 

14  Maple  Street        -         Quincy 


HIGH   SCHOOL   CLOTHES 

We're  showing  an  exceptionally  Fine  Line 
of  Suits  and  Coats  for  Boys  of  High  School 
age  this  Season.  New  Styles,  New  Patterns 
and  Right  Prices.  :  :  :  : 

SUITS  OVERCOAT 

$20  -  $25  -  $30  $25  -  $27.50  -  $30 

DO  N  A  HE  R'S 


Men's  and  Boys'  Store 


1559  Hancock  Street 


Near  Quincy  Theatre 


Basket  Ball  Equipment 

Jerseys,  Pants,  Stockings 
Shoes,  Balls,  Sweat  Shirts, 
Elbow  and  Knee  Guards, 
Supporters,    Etc.         :         : 

WESTLAND'S 

Sporting  Goods 

2555  HanCOCk  St.  Tel.  Granite  1134 


With  an  organisation  of  men  who  Know  their  work-- 
in a  plant  of  modem  equipment-  we  are  enabled  to  offer 
you  an  efficient  service  -  and  the  highest  cpalityj-  of 

V>nOfO  -GNGRAVlNG 

IN  bINe-Pi^KP-Tt)Ne-OR  COhOVi. 

teONCtiAN  &  SUhblVftN  CNGR^VlNG  CO. 

235-  237-  COM0R655  STfteeT--  B05T0N  MASS. 


The  Grill  in  the  Elks'  Building       \ 
JUST  OFF  THE   SQUARE 

|               ^W§$  AtMeiicGoods 

For  Ladies  and  Gen-tlemen 

\                 286  Devonshire  St  Boston  Mass. 
THE 

SPECIAL   SUNDAY   DINNER    \ 

HIGHEST  QUALITY 

MAURICE  F.   COHEN,    Prop.                I 

t                 ATHLETIC  GOODS 

1220    Hancock    Street,    Quincy,    Mass.           i 

1                           MANUFACTURED 

We   Cater    to    the   Most   Discriminating   Taste  j 

1    See  Mr.  Mitchell  for  Discount  Cards 

E.  E.  HERBERT  &  CO. 

Compliments   of 

Specializing 

I        QUINCY  ARMY  STORE 

Fine  Furnishings  for  Men 

23   School  Street 

I                                         On  the  Square 

i                                                     and 

1281    Hancock    Street,                    Quincy,    Mass. 

i                      1  465   Hancock  Street 

Telephone  Granite  0287 

Lowest    Rates                                             Motor    Cars   i 

|                                     Compliments    of 

Sunshine,  Rain,  or  Sleet                          j 

!         HARRY  THE  TAILOR 

The  Yellow  is  always  on  the   street  J 

! 

'                     HARRY    KURLANSKY 

Quincy  Yellow  Cab  Co.           J 

Proprietor 

Granite    0049                       Opposite    Station         ( 

ARTS  &  CRAFTS  SHOPPE      ; 

|               W.  F.  FARRELL 

53   BEALE  STREET 

WOLLASTON,   MASS. 

CHOICE    MEATS 

A  Gift  Shop  for  the  People 

1                    QUALITY  THE  BEST 

Where   they   can   find   the   usual   up-to-date  < 

1                    PRICE  THE  LOWEST 

Goods   at   a   Moderate   Price,    with   a   welcome 

whether   you   purchase   or   not.                                   i 

LOUISE  R.  DANFORTH 

\  29   BEALE   STREET   -     -     -   WOLLASTON 

NEW  LOCATION 

1                                                                                                       .... 

WOLLASTON   AUTO-BODY 

i                                   Compliments     of 

REPAIR  SHOP 

1      THE  HANDY  FOOD  SHOP 

Specializing  on  all  kinds  of 

i 

Automobile  Bodies,  Top  and            ! 

!                       AND  LUNCH 

Trimming  Work 

Celluloids   Replaced    on    Side   Curtains  ( 

15  Beale  St.                                  Wollaston 

23    GREENWOOD   AVENUE                   ] 

1 

WOLLASTON                                    ] 

Tel:    Granite   2188—2354                                                      ' 

j   TEL.  GRAKITE   3934-R          PROMPT   SERVICE 

McMURRAY'S  SPA            ] 

HANCOCK  SHOE  REPAIRING 

PURE  FRUIT  ICE  CREAM 

Passero  Bros.,  Proprietors 

OUR  OWN  MAKE                            ! 

1  BEST  OF  STOCK  USED         RIGHT  PRICES 

Russell's  Chocolates 

i                                                 also 

SHOES  MADE  TO  ORDER 

SCHOOL  SUPPLIES,   TOYS,   NOVELTIES    ; 

!                    653  HANCOCK  STREET 

139  Beach  Street,  Wollaston          < 

|                               WOLLASTON 

THE  POPULAR  BICYCLES 

THE  POPULAR  PRICES 

BUY    THEM 

AT                                                   | 

Compliments  of 

CROUT'S         j 

A  FRIEND 

11  COTTAGE  AVE.                            QUfNCY  1 

Under  Alpha  Hall                           j 

EDMONSTON 

H.  D.  COLE 

Shoe  Repairer 

i                   OPTICIAN 

FOR  SPORT  SOLES 

;           Optical  Work  of  All  Kinds 

Cor.  Maple  and  Chestnut  St. 

Quincy                               \ 

DEPOT  ST.     :       :    QUINCY 

GIFTS  THAT  LAST 

Class  Rings  a  Specialty 

I                        COMPLIMENTS  OF 

OPTOMETRIST              i 
and  OPTICIAN                 1 

J.  SZATHMARY 

SANDBERG 

1460  HANCOCK  STREET 

The  Jeweler 

;                     QUINCY 

1191  HANCOCK  STREET         ! 

Q.  H.  S.  RINGS 

i 
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A  WORD  OF  WELCOME 

We  consider  ourselves  fortunate  in 
welcoming  to  our  school,  as  members  of 
the  faculty,  a  number  of  new  instructors 
who  have  come  to  replace  those  of  our 
instructors  who  are  now  elsewhere. 

Miss  Merrill  is  studying  at  the  Univer- 
sity of  Michigan,  and  in  her  place  we 
have  Miss  Nevens.  Miss  Walmsley,  whose 
former  position  is  now  filled  by  Miss 
Slawson,  is  continuing  her  education  at 
Columbia.  With  Mr.  Jewell  teaching  at 
Wellesley  High  School,  the  position  of 
head  of  our  I,atin  department  is  filled  by 
Mr.  Sanderson,  who  has  already  gained 
popularity  among  his  pupils.  Mr.  Mil- 
lard has  relieved  the  well-known  Mr. 
Ball,  who  has  retired.  The  Mathematics 
department  has  acquired  Miss  Wilson,  as 
Miss  Armstrong  has  left  for  Philadelphia. 
Miss  McHardy  is  teaching  the  classes  of 
Miss  Flagg.     Since  the  founding  of  the 


Posse-Nissen  School  in  Boston,  Mr. 
Whiting  has  been  our  physical  director. 
The  two  other  new  faculty  members  are 
Mr.  Kidder  and  Mr.  Albor,  taking  the 
places  of  Mr.  McColley,  now  at  Sharon 
High,  and  Mr.  Kelman,  at  Weaver  High 
School,  Hartford,  Connecticut. 


THE  EXCEPTIONS  WHICH  PROVE 
THE  RULE 

It  takes  all  kinds  to  make  up  a  world, 
or  a  high  school.  We  have  good  and  bad, 
foolish  and  keen-witted,  optimistic  and 
pessimistic. 

There  is  the  clown,  who  finds  pleasure 
in  making  peculiar  noises  in  class.  This 
species  is  almost  extinct,  but  isolated 
specimens  are  still  to  be  found  in  the 
school.    He  does  harm  in  all  innocence. 

Worse  even  than  this  person  is  the 
student  who  is  disorderly  because  he  de- 
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lights  in  tormenting  the  teacher,  not  be- 
cause he  is  naturally  disorderly.  He  asks 
nothing  better  than  a  chance  to  cause 
the  teacher  all  sorts  of  trouble  and  is 
seldom  detected. 

Xext  comes  the  person  who  is  of  so 
warlike  a  disposition  that  he  feels  that 
his  day  is  incomplete  if  he  has  not  .  n- 
gaged  in  at  least  one  spitball  comDat. 
The  less  said  about  him,  the  better. 

The  sponge  is  one  we  would  do  ill  to 
leave  out.  He  never  has  his  work  done 
but  manages  to  patch  up  a  recitation 
from  the  preparation  of  his  classmates. 
In  addition  to  the  fact  that  he  is  really 
a  cheat,  his  pestering  questions   are  an- 


noying. 


Closely  allied  to  him  is  the  pest  who 
never  has  any  pennies  when  in  the  cafe- 
teria and  always  irritates  his  companions. 

The  fellow  who  is  sure  he  has  flunked 
his  "exam"  and  finds  that  he  has  been 
marked  ninety,  inspires  no  love  in  his 
comrade,  who  proclaims  to  the  world 
that  he  has  passed  and  received  a  mark 
of  thirty-five. 

The  type  best  liked  by  the  teachers  is 
the  '"bluff."  His  work  has  not  been  pre- 
pared, but  he  never  admits  this  and  in- 
variably attempts  to  recite.  \\  e  hope  he 
really  thinks  that  he  is  deceiving  his  in- 
structors. 

Before  closing,  mention  ought  to  be 
made  of  both  talkative  and  morose  per- 
sons, as  each  is  the  object  of  so  much 
affection. 

Fortunately,  there  are  few  students 
who  fall  into  these  categories,  but  we 
have  our  share  of  those  who  make  them- 
selves conspicuous  by  their  unpleasant- 
ness. 


Pyyny,  vice-president;  Doris  Richer,  sec- 
retary, and  Charles  Brooks,  treasurer.  It 
was  decided  that  only  those  who  really 
were  interested  would  be  of  value,  so  no 
one  was  admitted  who  received  below 
G  in  English,  for  those  who  like  a  sub- 
ject rarely  do  poor  work  in  it.  Then  the 
teachers  couldn't  think  of  allowing  any- 
one to  neglect  school  work  for  a  club,  so 
a  passing  mark  in  all  studies  became 
necessary  before  one  could  join.  Every- 
one wanted  a  party  now  and  then,  so  the 
dues  were  set  at  twenty-five  cents  a 
semester. 

This  fall  the  two  main  groups  met  to 
decide  on  the  activities  for  the  year.  They 
divided  into  smaller  groups  which  are  to 
specialize:  the  dramatic,  which  will  write, 
act,  and  discuss  plays;  the  poetic,  which 
is  for  those  who  like  poetry  and  wish  to 
write  or  learn  more  about  it;  the  journal- 
istic, which  seems  to  be  very  popular,  for 
those  who  like  periodical  writing  and 
want  to  be  "cubs";  and  then  there  is  a 
general  discussion  group  in  which  all 
kinds  of  literature  will  be  discussed. 
Twice  a  semester  there  will  be  a  meeting 
of  the  combined  groups. 

Does  it  sound  interesting  to  you:  It 
does  to  the  seventy-five  members  already 
signed  up.  If  this  sort  of  work — or  play, 
as  we  call  it,  for  nothing  is  fun  unless 
there  is  some  work  to  it — appeals  to  you, 
Juniors  and  Seniors,  and  you  are  eligible, 
join  now. 

Doris  Ricker, 

Secretary  of  the  English  Club. 


A  NEW  ACTIVITY 

Last  spring  a  group  of  girls  and  boys 
who  felt  that  they  wanted  to  learn  more 
about  writing  and  speaking  than  is  pos- 
sible in  English  class,  organized  an  Eng- 
lish Club  under  the  competent  leadership 
of  Miss  Dawson  and  Miss  Webb.  A 
constitution  was  formed  and  officers  elect- 
ed:   Walter   Peterson,   president;   Rachel 


THANKSGIVING 

I   don't    know   what   Thanksgiving   means    to   you. 

But  I  know  what  it  means  to  me: 
Turkey  and  all  kinds  of  good  things; 

Eating  and  drinking  all  I  see. 
Then  when  I  feel  tired  and  drowsy. 

An  J  think  of  sneaking  away. 
Ma  says  I've  got  to  do  dishes — 

It's  the  end  of  a  perfect  day! 


LITERARY 
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Selections  From  A  Diary 
CONCERNING  CHURCH 


Mother  says  sometimes  it's  better  not 
to  express  your  opinion  on  subjects.  She 
says  it  all  depends  on  the  subjects  and 
that  you  must  use  discretion. 

Yesterday  was  Sunday,  so,  of  course, 
we  went  to  church. 

I  never  give  my  opinion  of  church,  I 
just  go. 

Yesterday  the  sermon  was,  "Can  you 
overcome  the  Destinies?" 

Mr.  Smith,  the  minister,  preached  it 
very  well.  Anyway,  Mother  said  he 
did,  at  lunch.  I  didn't  notice  it  especially 
'cause  I  was  watching  the  little  rainbows 
on  the  man's  head  in  front  of  us.  He 
didn't  have  any  hair  on  the  back  of  his 
head,  and  it  was  nice  and  shiny  and 
smooth.  I  bent  forward  once  to  see  if 
I  could  see  myself  in  it,  like  a  mirror,  but 
just  then  he  stood  up,  ('cause  it  was  a 
him).  But  all  the  colors  from  the  stained 
glass  windows  went  on  it.  It  was  very 
pretty.  I  remember  that  once  Mr.  Smith 
asked  the  congregation  if  they  could  over- 
come the  destinies.  I  was  just  going  to 
say  no,  'cause  I  supposed  he  meant  over- 
coming pig-taily  hair  and  freckles  like 
mine,  and  I  know  you  can't  'cause  once 
I  tried  to  curl  my  hair  with  the  curling 
iron,  and  burnt  it  almost  off.  And  it 
wasn't  any  curlier  when  I  finished  than 
when  I  started,  and  it  was  shorter.  Then 
once  I  put  some  stuff  I  bought  in  the 
drug  store  to  take  off  the  freckles  on  my 
face,  and  it  took  off  the  skin  instead,  and 
I  had  to  wear  long  strips  of  court-plaster 
on  my  face  for  a  week,  it  was  awful!  So 
I  knew  that  you  couldn't  overcome  the 
Destinies,  and  I  was  just  going  to  say 
so,   but  Mr.   Smith  didn't  wait  for  any 


answer;  he  gave  it  himself.  He  pounded 
his  fist  on  the  desk  in  front  of  him  so 
hard  when  he  said  "No!"  that  he  nearly 
tipped  over  a  vase  of  flowers  which  Mrs. 
Tipkins  had  given  in  order  of  her  second 
husband's  death.  And  he  made  the  gold 
fringe  on  the  desk  cover  go  back  and 
forth  for  an  awful  long  time. 

I  was  still  watching  it  wiggle,  when 
Faith  (that's  my  sister  which  is  thirteen) 
nudged  my  elbow.  I  was  very  much  sur- 
prised, and  my  vanity  was  hurt  and 
wounded  'cause  Faith  always  does  that 
when  I  don't  behave  in  church,  and  I 
hadn't  been  doing  anything  'cept  watch 
the  fringe  wiggle.  But  then  I  noticed 
that  Faith  had  her  head  down  so  I  knew 
they  must  be  praying. 

It  was  the  Lord's  Prayer,  and  I  joined 
in  to  myself,  'cause  only  the  minister  was 
saying  it.  He  had  only  reached  "hal- 
lowed be  thy  name,"  when  I  felt  a  sneeze 
coming.  I  knew  it  wasn't  right  to  sneeze 
in  the  middle  of  the  prayer,  so  I  tried 
to  stop  it,  but  it  was  like  when  you  go 
down  hill  on  roller  skates,  it  was  un- 
stoppable. Then  I  remembered  the  sub- 
ject of  the  sermon,  "Can  you  overcome 
the  Destinies?"  I  knew  it  was  my  destiny 
to  sneeze,  and  that  it  couldn't  be  helped. 
It  was  God's  will  for  me  to  sneeze;  so  I 
did.  And  it  was  very  loud,  'cause  I  had 
been  storing  it  up  for  so  long.  It  echoed 
in  all  the  corners  of  the  church.  Mother 
looked  horrified,  Faith  got  red,  and  Bob, 
(he's  my  sixteen  year  old  brother) 
grinned,  but  Dad  looked  blank  like  he  al- 
ways does. 

Mr.  Smith  had  to  blow  his  nose  before 
he  finished  the  prayer.  Lots  of  other  peo- 
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pie  did  too,  and  the  man  without  any 
hair  shook  so  hard  that  all  the  colors  on 
his  head  danced  like  fairies. 

When  the  prayer  was  finished,  lots  of 
people  looked  at  me,  and  felt  real  proud 
to  have  proved  Mr.  Smith's  sermon  and 
subject. 


Faith  was  very  cold  all  the  way  home; 
so  I  snuggled  up  close  to  Bob,  and  he 
said,  never  mind,  only  next  time  sneeze 
into  a  handkerchief.  At  least  it  will 
deaden  the  thunderous  volume  of  sound 


Florence  Rauch,  June,  '26. 


THE  BEST  SPORT 


It  is  something  to  be  a  horrid  sport  at 
times,  but  when  one  is  always  a  poor 
sport,  it's  a  really  serious  matter. 

Patricia  Dikron  was  spoiled.  She  had 
everything,  went  everywhere,  but  was, 
perhaps,  the  unpopular  girl  in  her  im- 
mediate circle.  People  couldn't  stand 
her,  they  hated  having  her  around.  She 
was  the  poorest  kind  of  a  poor  sport.  She 
was  the  sort  who  always  blamed  the  other 
fellow  when  things  went  wrong — who  al- 
ways made  an  excuse,  if  she  didn't  win — 
in  tennis,  in  golf,  in  hockey,  at  football 
games,  at  the  club,  at  school — in  Life. 

Her  brother  was  frankness  itself, 
"You're  rotten  as  they  make  'em,  Pat. 
You're  hopeless.  You  can't  expect  the 
fellows  to  really  like  you,  the  girls  to 
tolerate  you,  when  our  own  family  can't 
stand  you.  You're  nice  when  you're 
asleep — and  that's  the  only  time  I  can 
stand  you.  Why,  my  pal,  Dwight  Quin- 
ton  was  crazy  about  you,  that  first  night 
he  came  home  with  me,  but  when  he 
heard  you  speak — saw  your  object  in  life 
— to  complain,  and  make  others  unhappy 
— he  said,  d'you  know  what  he  said? 
'Your  sister  is  peachy  looking,  Jack,  but, 
well,  I  don't  see  how  she  can  be  so 
awfully  different  from  you,  and,  it  is  no 
use  talkin',  but  if  she  was  my  sister  I'd 
teach  her  to  be  a  sport.'  There,  Miss 
Crabmeat,  you  see  what  others  think  of 
you.  Dwight's  never  admitted,  even  to 
me,  before,  that  he  thought  any  girl  good 
looking,  and  then  he  falls  for  my  own 
dumb  sister  and  has  to  pick  himself  up, 
she's  such  a  poor  sport." 

"But,  Jack,  I  can't  help  it,  things 
don't " 

"Oh,  don't  talk  to  me,  but  let  me  give 
you  a  hint,  I've  made  excuses  for  you 
long  enough.  I'm  through.  If  there's 
anything  in  the  world  a  fellow  hates  in 


a  girl,  it's  that — the  lack  of  that  some- 
thing that  makes  one  a  good  sport.  Now, 
why  you  are  a  poor  sport,  is  because 
you're  self  satisfied,  you  don't  want  to  be 
anything  else — you're — oh,  good-bye." 

With  that  he  went  out,  slammed  the 
door,  and  left  Pat  alone.  She  was,  with- 
out a  doubt,  good  looking,  but  she  didn't 
look  happy,  and  now  there  was  a  frown 
on  her  face.  She  was  thinking,  going 
over  and  over  again  in  her  mind  what 
Jack  had  told  her.  "So  I'm  a  poor  sport, 
am  I?  No  good.  No  one  likes  me?  All 
right,  Mr.  Jack,  I'll  show  you,  and  every 
one,  I'll  try.  Surely,  somewhere,  inside 
of  me,  there  must  be  something,  just  a 
little  bit  of  sportsmanship." 

Two  nights  later  Pat  invited  the  bunch 
to  her  house  for  a  fudge  party.  Pat  had 
always  hated  them,  but  now  she  wanted 
to  show  the  bunch,  at  any  cost.  They 
were  surprised,  shocked,  overcome.  Pat 
was  actually  in  the  kitchen,  smiling. 
When  Bob  Stimpson  tipped  over  the 
vanilla  bottle,  she  didn't  groan,  or  frown, 
but  simply  said,  "Gee,  you're  good,  Bob, 
I  could  do  almost  as  well  myself."  At 
that  one  little  remark,  everyone  stopped. 
Al  let  the  fudge  burn,  Jack  stopped  crack- 
ing nuts,  Ruth  dropped  the  candy  ther- 
mometer, and  Dwight — smiled.  After- 
wards when  they  stumped  her  to  choose 
a  partner  and  do  a  Spanish  dance,  she 
took  the  dare,  chose  Dwight  and  danced. 
It  was  the  last  straw.  Never  before  had 
Pat  Dikron  taken  a  dare — or  even  done 
a  solo  dance,  least  of  all,  chosen  her  own 
partner,  and  smiled  all  the  while.  Pat 
was  no  more  the  same — she  even  accept- 
ed Dick  Brown,  the  most  clumsy  boy  in 
the  bunch,  when  he  asked  her  to  dance. 
She  never  once  said  she  hated  anything 
or  anyone.  She  waked  them  up,  they 
talked  of  it,  but  never  once  did  anyone 
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call  her  a  good  sport.  "Oh,  if  they  only 
knew,  if  they  only  knew,  but  perhaps  it's 
too'  late — to  ever  be  anything,  anyone, 
worth  while.  I  don't  care  about  the  rest, 
but  I  do  want  Dwight  to  think  me  a  good 
sport.  When  he  tells  me  he  thinks  me 
a  good  sport,  I  will  be — that's  certain." 

Even  if  she  was  a  poor  sport,  she  was 
a  wonderful  tennis  player,  so  that  it 
wasn't  surprising  that  she  won  the  semi- 
finals, and  played  Betty  Richards  for  the 
state  younger  women's  championship.  It 
was  a  wonderful  day,  that  14th  of  August 
when  she  met  Betty  at  the  net.  She  was 
happy.  She  had  made  up  her  mind  that, 
win  or  lose,  she  would  be  a  sport — "play 
the  game,"  the  fellows  called  it.  With 
the  score  3-3,  something  happened.  Betty 
missed  a  wonderful  chance,  paused,  and 
then  walked  over  to  the  referee.  "Mr. 
Morgan,  I  can't  go  on,  I — "  That  was 
all.  She  had  fainted.  The  game  was  Pat's, 
hers  by  every  written  tennis  rule  in  the 
country,  hers,  because  her  opponent  had, 
with  her  own  words,  withdrawn  herself 
from  the  contest. 

It  was  in  the  hall  of  the  club  house 
that  Mr.  Evers,  the  president,  asked  Pat 
to  come  forward  and  receive  the  cup. 
There  were  people  from  all  over  the  state 
there  and  every  one  was  willing  for  her 
to  have  the  cup. 

"No,  Mr.  Evers.  No,  you  people,  out 
there  in  the  audience,  this  cup  isn't  mine. 
It  isn't  anyone's.  It  has  yet  to  be  earned. 
Betty  Richards  was  overcome  with  the 
heat  out  there,  perhaps  you  didn't  realize 
it,  but  it  was  nearly  90  out  on  that  court. 
Oh,  I  know  how  hot  it  was,  I  was  playing 
too.  There  isn't  a  girl  around  here  who 
plays  a  better  game,  who  is  a  better — 
sport,  than  Betty  Richards,  and  so,  I 
refuse  this  cup,  because  it  isn't  mine,  and 
next  week,  tomorrow,  whenever  Betty's 
ready,  we'll  start  again,  just  as  though  it 
were  the  first  time.  That's  all,  and  thank 
you." 

She  left  the  stage,  didn't  even  stop  to 
hear  the  applause  that  followed.  She 
had  made  a  great  sacrifice.  She  wanted, 
no  one  would  ever  know  how  badly  she 
had  wanted  that  cup,  but  there  was  some- 
thing, inside,  greater  than  all  else  that 
wouldn't  let  her  take  it. 


In  three  days  she  and  Betty  Richards 
met  again,  there  was  a  larger  crowd  than 
ever  this  time,  a  keener  crowd.  The  big 
tennis  stars  had  come  to  see  the  match. 
Big  Bill  Tilden  was  there  with  his  ever 
present  grin.  He'd  been  there  the  day 
she  refused  the  cup,  and  was  interested. 

The  score  rose,  it  was  deuce,  then 
Betty's  ad,  then  deuce,  then  Pat's  ad,  and 
so  on;  the  game  seemed 'endless  to  both 
girls.  Pat  had  her  one  extra  point,  if 
she  could  only  get  the  next,  it  was  her 
game — her  cup.  One  more  point,  deuce, 
ad,  deuce,  ad,  deuce,  ad, — game!  Pat 
Dikron  had  won  the  game,  won  it  as  all 
good  sports  want  to  win  games,  by  clean 
playing  and  fighting. 

That  night  at  the  banquet  all  was,  to 
Pat,  confusion.  The  after  dinner  speak- 
ing had  just  begun,  and  when  it  was  over 
they  would  give  her  the  cup,  and  she 
would  have  to  make  a  speech. 

Big  Bill  Tilden  had  just  been  called  on, 
he  was  starting  to  speak.  He  told  how 
happy  he  was  to  be  there,  how  he  en- 
joyed it,  but  it  was  not  until  she  heard 
her  name  mentioned,  that  Pat  realized 
what  he  was  saying. 

"You  saw  a  wonderful  game  this  after- 
noon. Miss  Dikron  and  Miss  Richards 
were  perfectly  matched,  they  were  both 
at  their  best,  and,  no,  I'll  take  that  back, 
they  were  not  quite  evenly  matched,  for, 
in  any  contest,  there  is  always  one  who 
is  a  little  fitter,  a  little  better  than  the 
other.  You  all  saw  the  wonderful  thing 
Miss  Pat  did  three  days  ago.  It  was  a 
big  thing,  but  there  is  one  thing  in  which 
Miss  Pat  is  quite  wrong.  She  said  the 
other  day  in  refusing  your  cup,  that  there 
was  no  finer  player  anywhere  in  the  state 
than  Betty  Richards.  Well,  I'm  sorry  to 
have  to  seem  to  disagree  with  her,  in 
public,  but  there  is  a  finer  player  right 
here  among  you,  a  player  who  has  the 
first  essential  for  tennis  playing,  sports- 
manship, in  other  words,  she's  a  good 
sport,  and  that  good  sport  is  the  present 
state  champion,  to  whom  I  take  great 
pleasure  in  presenting  this  silver  loving 
cup,  the  spoils  of  a  hard  earned  battle, 
the  reward  of  'playing  the  game'.  The 
best  tennis  player  in  the  state,  the  best 
sport  in  the  state — Patricia  Dikron." 
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OUR  NATIONAL  DEFENSE 


A  huge  problem  which  is  being  contin- 
ually discussed  today  is,  "What  is  the 
condition  of  our  navy,  our  army,  our  air 
force,  and  our  supply  facilities?"  These 
discussions  are  instigated  by  reports  of 
activity  in  Germany  and  our  Pacific 
neighbor,  Japan,  and  by  Chinese  compli- 
cations. The  chief  subject  concerns  our 
air  force,  howeA'er.  Will  the  aircraft  pre- 
dominate the  warships  on  the  sea?  Should 
we,  therefore,  build  up  a  more  adequate 
air  service  than  we  have?  Col.  Mitchell 
argues  strongly  for  the  affirmative.  He 
claims,  by  virtue  of  recent  tests,  that  the 
batdeships  are  helpless  against  the  air- 
ships. Some  say  our  defense  in  the  air  is  as 
strong  as  necessary.  Extensive  tests  were 
made  recently  by  flying  a  squadron  of 
planes  over  discarded  battleships  and 
dropping  high  explosive  bombs  on  them. 
The  reports  of  the  results  varied  greatly. 
The  ships  were,  no  doubt,  sunk  in  a  com- 
paratively short  time.  But  there  were 
no  men  aboard  for  self  defense  and  the 
vessels  lay,  nothing  more  than  a  helpless 
hulk  as  a  target  for  airmen.  While  the 
aircraft  holds  some  power  on  the  sea, 
less  is  to  be  gained  on  land.  An  airship 
cannot  occupy  land.  Troops  are  neces- 
sary for  that.     But  they  are  of  inestim- 


able value  in  bombing  and  scouting. 

The  chief  criticism  is  that  the  United 
States  aviators  and  aeroplanes  hold  most 
of  the  worlds  records  but  that  we  only 
have  a  few  fast  planes  of  good  perform- 
ance and  not  a  well  equipped  fleet  of 
war  planes. 

\\  estern  Europe  is  spanned  by  com- 
mercial lines.  The  United  States  has 
developed  few  such  lines.  Such  a  con- 
dition in  Europe  insures  plenty  of  ex- 
perienced aviators  in  time  of  war.  The 
point  of  efficiency  of  these  European  lines 
can  best  be  shown  by  stating  that  there 
are  less  accidents  and  fewer  deaths,  in 
percentage,  as  in  the  American  railroads. 

Compare  European  planes,  especially 
these  of  France  and  England,  with  our 
own.  They  are  more  highly  developed 
for  practical  purposes  than  our  own.  So 
is  is  evident  that  our  air  force  needs 
bolstering. 

As  for  the  army,  that  is  in  fairly  good 
condition.  We  have  about  one  hundred 
thousand  in  the  regular  army,  two  hun- 
dred thousand  in  the  national  guard  and 
many  more  experienced  through  the 
world  war  and  citizen  military  training 
camps. 

Gilbert  Barstow. 


EFFICIENCY 


Efficiency,  what  does  that  imply?  Are 
we  to  accept  without  comment  the  defi- 
nition given  in  the  dictionary,  "The 
power  of  producing  effect."  And,  if  we 
do,  what  is  effect?  Again  we  refer  to 
the  dictionary,  and  find  that  effect  is 
something  accomplished,  an  impression 
made.  But  surely,  efficiency  is  more 
than  simply  the  power  of  accomplishing 
something,  of  producing  some  impres- 
sion. 

Xo!  Efficiency  is  one  of  the  greatest 
things  in  the  world  today.  Efficiency  ex- 
perts are  paid  large  salaries  by  firms 
for   trying   to   keep    their   business    run- 


ning with  the  maximum  of  efficiency. 
Efficiency  in  the  factory,  in  the  store,  in 
the  shipyard,  in  the  office,  efficiency  in 
the  home,  in  school,  in  college,  efficiency 
in  the  city  government  in  the  state  gov- 
ernment, in  the  national  government  is 
the  pearl  of  great  price  for  which  all 
men  strive.  Even  crooks  are  efficient,  be- 
cause the  police  are  efficient.  Efficiency 
in  one  thing  leads  to  efficiency  in  an- 
other. Efficiency  is  the  producing  of  the 
best  possible  results,  in  the  maximum  of 
quantity,  in  the  least  possible  time,  with 
the  maximum  of  trouble. 

Alexander  Purdon. 
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THE  APPEAL  TO  THE  GREAT  SPIRIT 


Alone — if  it  is  to  be  considered  alone 
when  one  has  only  sad  thoughts — on  a 
mountain  knoll  an  Indian  rider  and 
horse  pivoted  from  the  East  to  the  West, 
where  a  sunset  of  promise  the  morrow 
bathed  the  sky  in  multi-colors.  Perhaps 
the  Indian  and  his  pal  caught  the  red 
rays  of  the  sun  as  they  motionless, 
faced  it. 

"Red-Love?  Is  it  just  that  they  be 
our  equals?  The  younger  lads  goad  us. 
Can  we  resist?  Their  face  is  white,  but 
they  are  not  your  children.  Scouting  to- 
dav  I  saw  them,  countless  numbers — 
stopping,  starting,  never  ceasing.  Shall 
we  retreat?" 

"Now  the  red  fades  even  as  our  own 
number.  Westward  they  caome-arryoo 
where  once  was  a  forest  reared.  New 
ways  against  the  old!  Shall  we  compete, 
or  change  even  as  the  prairie?  Is  their 
living  better,  or  their  homes  more  peace- 
able?" 


"Time  defaces.  Who  shall  survive? — 
Change  we  must.  Is  it  better  that  we 
do  so  now?  We  will  suffer,  but  may  it 
be  soon  that  your  bow  of  promise  greets 
us  on  the  long,  long  journey." 

"Centuries  have  passed,  and  we  are 
as  so  many  blades  of  grass.  You  have 
guided  us,  and  yet  we  know  not  why 
this  Baalites  should  make  us  as  the  ever- 
changing  winds." 

"Wisdom !  Justice !  Strength  for  trials 
unseen!  There  we  ask.  The  whites 
shall  become  his  own  again.  A  friend? 
Yes.  When  another  sun  such  as  this 
has  faded,  the  Amerind  shall  become  his 
own  again.  But  till  then — Fortitude  to 
carry  on!  Your  children  ask  it — plead- 
ing to  understand  that  which  threatens 
their  homes,  lives  and  hunting  grounds." 

All  this  was  our  Indian  rider's  appeal 
to  the  Great  spirit. 

Kathryn  Billman. 


"MY  OWN 


9) 


I  met  her  at  school  this  fall.  She  is 
a  junior.  I  had,  of  course,  seen  others 
somewhat  like  her  but  none  so  interest- 
ing. She  is  incomparable.  We  go  back 
and  forth  from  school  together  almost 
every  day.  She  is  even  a  favorite  of  the 
teacher.  Many  are  the  times  I  fondly 
slip  my  arm  around  her — but  she  does 


not  mind — she  likes  to  have  me  pay  at- 
tention to  her.  We  have  spent  many 
happy  hours  together.  She  had  rather 
spend  an  evening  at  home  just  with  me 
than  go  to  a  movie.  My  parents  like  her 
and  I  like  her  because  she  is  my  own — 
my  own  Latin  book. 

Nelson  N.  Codkrane. 


FOOTBALL 

Football,  football,  football, 

See  them  all  turn  out: 

Girls  with  flying  colors  bright, 

Boys  with  minds  made  up  to  fight; 

See  them  rushing,  tearing  through, 

It's  in  their  blood,  and  it's  not  blue. 

When  the  game  seems  all  completed, 
If  our  boys  have  been  defeated. 
They  are  not  disheartened — no! 
They  work  and  strain  so  they  can  go 
Right  through  the  line  with  double  speed 
To  make  the  down  they  know  they  need. 

Lucille  Morse. 
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10  June.  1925. 
To  Air.  John  Hancock,  Sir: 

I  have  observed,  during  my  sojourn  in 
your  ancient  city,  that  these  three  hun- 
dred years  of  my  absence  have  wrought 
a  profound  change  in  civilization. 

I  take  civilization  to  consist  of  these 
three  things:  first,  the  relation  of  man  to 
his  fellowmen;  secondly,  the  progress  of 
man  in  the  arts  and  finally,  the  advance- 
ment of  man  in  science. 

I  see  around  me  a  people,  joyous,  yet 
earnest,  who  are  bound  together  by  the 
mighty  bond  of  patriotism  to  work  for 
the  common  weal  and  happiness. 

From  my  window  I  can  perceive  the 
austere  but  majestic  beauty  of  your 
church,  rising  a  mute  but  powerful  re- 
minder of  religion  in  the  midst  of  those 
places  where  honesty  and  piety  is  so 
important  a  requisite;  the  marts  of 
trade. 

To  me  your  schools  are  especially  grati- 
fying, for  the  foundation  of  a  nation  is 
upon  wisdom  and  the  basis  of  a  great 
country  is  youth. 

What,  then,  can  be  a  more  auspicious 
omen  for  the  future  welfare  of  the  land 
than  this  training  of  a  young  man  to  be 
wise: 

In  the  sciences,  I  note,  your  people 
have  made  the  greatest  progress.  They 
-have  facilitated  the  three  important  fac- 
tors in  a  nation's  industrial  well  being; 
agriculture/  manufacture,  and  transporta- 
tion by  the  use  of  powerful  electrical 
appliances  which  efficiently  handle  all 
phases  of  industry. 


Thus  with  a  people  so  patriotic,  so  in- 
ventive, and  so  wise  you  should  give 
thanks  to  the  most  High  for  His  benevo- 
lence, which  I  trust  you  have  already 
done  in  the  gladness  of  your  heart. 

With  the  greatest  regard  I  am  yours, 
most  affectionately, 

B.  Franklin. 
By  Horace  Thorner,  '26.. 


255  Farrington  St., 
Wolaston,  Mass., 
Ye  tenth  day  of  June,  nine- 
teen hundred  and  twenty-five. 
Dear  John: 

The  presente  daye  and  generation,  is 
most  startling  and  they  have  as  many 
buildings !  Why,  I  do  not  see  how  they 
can  but  lose  themselves !  Last  evening 
a  John  Doe  called  and  instead  of  sitting 
in  the  parlor  he  must  take  me  for  a  ride. 
1  e  would  be  astonished  at  the  waye 
things  have  changed  around  here.  It 
is  so  noisey,  too.  It  seems  as  if  the 
Lord's  Daye  was  more  noisey  than  the 
rest.  There  are  so  many  of  those  fear- 
ful wagons  that  go  themselves  and  they 
go  faster  than  a  runaway  horse.  I  was 
very  much  frightened  when  I  first  got 
into  one.     Have  you  ever  been  in  one: 

Although  I  haven't  heard  Curfew  it  is 
time  for  it  so  I  must  close. 

Sincerely  yours, 
Dorothy  Quincy. 
By  Louise  Wheeler. 


THE  WANDERER 

Oh.  gipsy  wind,  you  are  a  wanderer  from  birth. 
You  know  each  precious  treasure  of  this  earth. 
The  silent  secrets  of  the  flowers  are  known  to  you: 
Each    morning    from    their    blooms    you    sip    the 

fragrant  dew. 
An  J   forth   from   all   the   trees   strange   music  you 

can  brinjr 
To  comfort  discontented  brook  or  spring. 
The  sky,  the  sea,  and  mountains,  too; 
On  earth  no  place  is  hid  from  you: 
Each  day  you  guard  our  land  anew, 
Oh.  gipsy  wind.  I  envy  you! 

Dorothy  Jaxsex.  June.  '27. 
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A  LUCKY  STUMBLE 


In  laughing  confusion,  five  girls  seated 
themselves  in  the  train:  Betty  Sawtell, 
Dot  Beane  and  Madge  Jameson  sitting 
forward,  with  Elinor  West  and  Peggy 
Cummings  facing  them.  Dot  had  in- 
vited these  girls  to  explore  her  mother's 
old  home  which  was  just  outside  the  city 
and  which  circumstances  had  forced  her 
to  leave  when  Mr.  Beane  had  passed  on 
several  years  before. 

When  they  were  comfortable,  Peggy 
said  eagerly:  "Now,  Dot,  do  tell  us 
about  the  house.  You  said  that  you 
would,   you   know." 

"Yes,  you  hinted  that  there  was  a 
secret  closet  or  something,"  Betty  added. 

"Well,"  Dot  began,  "I  don't  know  very 
much  about  it,  but  I'll  tell  you  what  I 
do  know.  My  grandfather  and  his  par- 
ents lived  in  this  house  during  the  time 
when  so  many  slaves  were  helped  to 
safety  by  the  Northerners.  Great-grand- 
father was  very  much  against  slavery 
and  his  house  was  one  of  the  links  in  the 
underground  railway  which  helped  the 
negroes  to  reach  Canada." 

"How  exciting!"  interrupted  irrepres- 
sible Peggy. 

"Where  did  he  keep  them  during  the 
day?"   asked  Elinor. 

"There  was  a  long  tunnel  which  could 
be  reached  only  by  a  secret  staircase  and 
which  led  to  a  spot  some  distance  from 
the  house,"  explained  Dot.  "Great- 
grandfather was  quite  well  off,  but  I 
think  he  spent  his  fortune  helping  the 
slaves.  Mother  once  told  me  that  there 
was  a  safe  in  the  passage  where  money 
was  hidden  for  the  negroes,  but — " 

"Oh!"  exclaimed  Betty  breathlessly. 
"Where  is  it?  Can  we  explore  the  pass- 
age? Mightn't  there  be  some  money 
there?" 

Dorothy  shook  her  head.  "Mother 
only  knew  about  it  from  what  her  father 
told  her,  for  grandfather  would  never  tell 
her  where  the  secret  staircase  was,  so  we 
can't  go  there.  I  wish  I  could  find  it  and 
also  the  safe,  for  there  might  be  some 
money  there — which  we  could  use  very 
nicely." 


The  girl  smiled  sadly  as  she  spoke,  and 
her  friends  nodded  sympathetically,  for 
they  all  knew  that  Dot's  mother  was 
having  a  hard  time  to  support  her  little 
family,  and  they  were  afraid  that  their 
chum  would  have  to  leave  school  to  help 
her  mother  and  small  sister.  This  would 
be  very  hard,  because  Dorothy  had  an 
unusual  talent  as  a  pianist  and  had 
planned  to  develop  it,  but  lessons  cost 
a  lot  and  when  money  is  scarce — 

"If  only  Daddy  were  alive,"  she  re- 
flected sorrowfully. 

Soon  the  conductor  called  their  sta- 
tion and  the  girls  followed  Dot  from  the 
train  and  across  a  field  of  dying  grass 
to  a  colonial  house  still  beautiful  in  spite 
of  its  dingy  coat. 

Unlocking  the  door  with  a  huge  brass 
key,  Dot  preceded  her  chums  into  the 
parlor.  The  house  was  musty  from  dis- 
use, but  it  was  evident  to  the  girls  that 
it  had  once  been  the  home  of  well-to-do 
people. 

"Why,  Dot!"  Elinor  exclaimed  in  sur- 
prise. "This  furniture  is  worth  a  for- 
tune. Look  at  that  adorable  lowboy  and 
these  old  English  chairs." 

"How  could  you  leave  this  wonderful 
place?"  Peggy's  brown  eyes  sparkled  as 
she  spoke. 

Dorothy  replied  simply,  "We  had  to," 
and  Peggy  turned  away  quickly. 

Suddenly  Betty  looked  up  from  a  chair 
in  which  she  had  been  interested.  "Dot, 
why  don't  you  sell  this  place  and  all  these 
old  things.  Dad  paid  an  enormous  price 
for  a  chair  like  this." 

"We  can't,"  Dot  replied.  "Grand- 
father's will  forade  it.  Besides,  these  'old 
things'  are  heirlooms." 

They  wandered  from  room  to  room, 
and  finally  reached  the  kitchen.  As  they 
entered,  Elinor  cried  delightedly,  "Girls, 
look  at  the  huge  fireplace.  And  see  the 
crane  and  bellows." 

While  she  was  speaking,  she  took  hold 
of  the  rust-coated  crane  and  pulled  it 
toward  her.  "Oh!"  They  all  screamed 
and  jumped  back  as  the  wall  swung 
slowly  out,  leaving  a  gaping  black  hole. 
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Betty  clapped  her  hands  excitedly.  "It's 
the  staircase,"  she  almost  shouted.  "It's 
the  way  to  the  underground  passage." 

"Isn't  that  clever?"  Peggy  broke  in. 
"With  a  fire  going,  that's  the  last  place 
one  would  look  for  a  slave." 

"Come  on,  girls,"  urged  Betty,  "I  must 
see  what's  down  there." 

She  started  toward  the  opening,  and 
Elinor  caught  her  arm.  "Indeed  you'll 
not  go  down  there,"  she  said  firmly. 
"How  do  you  expect  to  find  your  way?" 

Betty  looked  blank,  but  Dot  interposed 
eagerly:  "There  are  candles  in  the  cup- 
board and  here  are  some  matches  on  the 
shelf." 

The  older  girl  still  hesitated,  but 
Dorothy's  pleading  eyes  finally  won  a 
reluctant  consent. 

"Oh,  dear,"  shuddered  .Madge,  "I'd 
rather  stay  up  here.  Then  if  you  get 
lost,  you  can  call." 

This  was  agreed  upon  and  a  few  min- 
utes later  each  was  armed  with  a  lighted 
candle  and  carefully  picking  her  way 
down  the  rickety  stairs. 

"How  damp  it  is,"  remarked  Betty,  as 
the  chums  looked  around  the  stone  lined 
passage. 

"And  how  spookv  and  dark,"  added 
Dot. 

Giggling  nervously,  they  followed  the 
tunnel  in  and  out.  Suddenly  an  icy  blast 
fanned  the  candles  which  cast  queer 
shadows  on  the  wall,  and  then  they  were 
plunged  into  darkness. 

For  a  second  there  was  not  a  sound. 
Then  Peggy  said  with  a  nervous  laugh: 
"This  is  a  real  adventure  all  right." 

"Oh,"  quavered  Dot,  "we'll  never  get 
out  of  here  without  a  light." 

"Don't  be  frightened,  girls,"  Elinor's 
calm  voice  reassured  them.  "Start  back 
toward  the  stairs." 

"Girls,  just  yesterday  we  were  hunt- 
ing for  an  adventure.  We  didn't  think 
it'd  be  like  this,  though,  did  we?"  Peggy's 
amused  chuckle  relieved  the  tension  and, 
walking  close  to  the  wall,  they  started 
slowly  back. 


"Look  out,  there,"  cautioned  Peggy, 
who  was  in  the  lead.     "Don't — " 

Her  warning  came  too  late,  for  Betty 
stumbled  and  fell  over  a  rock  which  had 
been  dislodged  from  the  wall.  As  she 
lost  her  balance,  a  heavy  object  dropped 
with  a  metallic  click  beside  her. 

Betty  reached  out  and  touched  a  cold, 
rough  thing.  "Girls,  it's  a  box!  Come, 
let's  hurry.  I  can  hardly  wait  to  see 
lieht  again." 

All  signs  of  fear  had  disappeared  and 
the  girls  hurried  along  in  the  direction  of 
the  stairs,  Betty  carrying  the  box. 

Suddenly,  as  they  turned  a  corner,  they 
saw  before  them  a  slender  form  with  a 
lighted  candle  in  its  hand.  "Is  that  you, 
girls?"  called  an  anxious  voice. 

"Yes,  Madge,  we're  here." 

"We  found  something — " 

"Betty  found  a  box." 

"Betty  fell  over  a  rock  and — " 

All  talking  at  once  to  the  bewildered 
girl,  they  climbed  the  stairs  and  went 
into  the  parlor. 

Betty  placed  her  load  on  the  table  and 
the  girls  crowded  around  it.  It  was  a 
rust-covered  box  about  six  by  eight 
inches,  and  perhaps  three  inches  deep. 

Dot  slipped  out  of  the  room  and  re- 
turned with  a  hammer  with  which  they 
proceeded  to  pry  open  the  receptacle. 

After  what  seemed  ages,  the  lid  was 
raised  and  in  the  dim  light  they  saw 
that  the  box  was  filled  with  bills  and  gold. 
Y\  ith  an  exclamation  half  laugh  and  half 
sob,  Dorothy  began  to  count  the  money 
with  Betty's  help. 

In  a  short  time  Betty  raised  her  head. 
"Ten  thousand  dollars,"  she  announced 
with  a  happy  smile. 

"Oh!"  The  rays  of  the  setting  sun 
fell  on  Dorothv's  glowing  face.  Her  shin- 
ing  eyes  looked  far  into  the  future,  and 
she  saw  before  her  the  dawn  of  a  happy 
day. 

Doris  E.  Ricker,  Feb.,  '26. 
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A  NIGHT  AT  SEA 


The  storm  increased  with  the  night. 
The  sea  was  tossed  into  tremendous  con- 
fusion. There  was  a  fearful,  sullen 
sound  of  rushing  waves.  At  times  the 
black  volumes  of  clouds  overhead  seemed 
split  by  lightning  which  darted  along  the 
churning  water,  and  made  the  succeed- 
ing darkness  doubly  black.  The  thunder 
bellowed  over  the  wild  mountainous 
waves.  As  I  felt  the  ship  plunging  among 
the  roaring  caverns,  it  seemed  miracu- 
lous that  she  regained  her  balance.  Her 
yards  would  dip  into  the  water;  her 
bow  was  almost  buried  beneath  the 
waves.  Sometimes  an  impending  wave 
appeared   ready  to   overwhelm  her,   and 


nothing  but  the  good  work  of  the  man 
of  the  helm  could  preserve  her  from  the 
shock.  I  returned  to  my  cabin;  the  awful 
scene  haunting  me  still.  The  whistling 
of  the  wind  through  the  rigging,  the 
creaking  of  the  masts,  and  the  groaning 
of  the  bulkheads,  as  the  ship  labored  in 
the  angry  sea  were  frightful.  As  I  heard 
the  waves  rushing  along  the  sides  of  the 
ship,  it  seemed  as  if  death  were  raging 
around  this  floating  prison,  seeking  for 
his  prey;  the  mere  starting  of  a  nail,  the 
yawning  of  a  seam,  might  give  him  en- 
trance. 

Lester  Hodgdon. 


UTOPIA 


A  few  mornings  ago  I  stepped  from 
my  humble  domicile  into  the  palatial 
vehicle,  which  had  been  sent  to  take 
me  to  school.  The  driver,  after  inquir- 
ing after  my  general  state  of  health  and 
comfort,  adjusted  a  few  levers  and  with 
a  rattling  of  chain,  a  crashing  of  brake 
and  more  or  less  asthmatic  wheezing,  the 
only  rival  of  Phaeton's  chariot  pulled  out 
into  the  highway  and  headed  for  that 
noble  institution  of  learning — The  Quincy 
High  School.  Upon  arriving  before  the 
stately  portals  of  this  colossal  rendez- 
vous of  pupils  and  teachers,  I  was  greeted 
by  Mr.  Collins,  who  "sincerely  hoped  I 
was  well,"  and  the  rest  of  the  faculty 
formed  a  hollow  square  to  escort  me  to 
my  home  room.  When  I  entered  my 
home  room,  the  teacher  rose  and  sug- 
gested that  I  read  from  The  Scriptures 
as  the  opening  exercises.  This  completed, 
I  stepped  into  the  elevator,  not  the  one 
the  Freshmen  are  zealously  seeking  the 
first  two  weeks  of  their  sojourn  in  this 


school,  but  a  real  steam  heated,  plush 
upholstered,  nickel  plated  elevator.  Nat- 
urally this  conveyed  me  to  my  first 
period  class,  where  I  took  a  short  nap 
which  continued  through  the  greater  part 
of  the  second  and  third  periods.  Not 
wishing  to  wake  me,  Mayor  Barbour 
suggested  that  Mr.  Wilson  wave  a  palm 
leaf  over  my  head,  while  Mr.  Upham 
strewed  fragrant  flowers  about  the  room. 
So  it  continued  through  the  day.  After  a 
very  enjoyable  repast,  I  visited  a  few 
class  rooms  where  there  were  excellent 
victrolas  and  super-hetrodyne  receiving 
sets.  Finally,  I  grew  tired  before  the 
closing  time,  and  had  the  school  machine 
take  me  to  the  "Merchant,"  where  I 
listened  to  John  McCormack  and  a  few 
more  vocal   soloists. 

I  know  my  hundreds  of  readers  expect 
me  to  use  that  venerable  sentence:  "then 
I  woke  up  and  it  was  all  a  dream,"  but 
I  shall  not,  because  this  story  is  a  down 


right  lie. 


By  Joseph  Reardon. 
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THE  FINISH  01=  NUMBER  3 


The  final  day  of  the  races  dawned, 
bright  and  clear,  with  a  moderate  wind. 
Throughout  the  week  races  of  some  sort 
had  been  held,  but  today,  the  final  day 
of  the  regatta,  was  to  be  the  crowning 
success.  The  smaller  boats  had  races, 
and  the  larger  boats  had  raced,  but  the 
race  between  the  fort}"  footers  had  been 
saved  until  the  last  day.  I  had  been 
signed  on  as  a  member  of  the  crew  of 
the  "Volant"  a  forty-foot  sloop,  which 
had  been  picked  to  finish  third.  I  had 
not  had  much  time  to  watch  the  races 
during  the  week,  as  I  was  needed  aboard 
the  "\  olant."  She  had  been  groomed 
thoroughly;  even-  pound  of  ballast  had 
been  placed  in  exactly  the  correct  posi- 
tion; all  the  rigging  had  been  set  up,  and 
now  all  was  ready  for  the  big  event. 

The  course  was  a  twentv-mile.  triangu- 
lar  stretch  of  open  water.  The  start  and 
finish  were  in  the  harbor,  but  otherwise 
all  the  sailing  must  be  done  outside.  At 
nine  o'clock  sharp  we  cast  off  from  our 
mooring  and  sailed  up  to  the  starting 
boat.  The  harbor  was  packed  with  craft 
of  all  descriptions.  Small  boats  darted 
here  and  there  like  flies;  larger  cruisers 
lay  at  anchor,  and  the  participants  of  the 
race  jockeyed  back  and  forth,  trying  to 
obtain  better  positions.  Soon  a  white 
puff  from  the  warning  gun  showed  (at 
the  side  of  the  committee  boat),  but  the 
sirens  and  whistles  of  the  onlookers 
drowned  out  the  report.  Five  minutes 
more  and  the  race  would  get  under  way. 
At  that  time  we  were  sailing  under  main- 
sail, jumbo,  and  jib.  The  wind,  which 
earlier  in  the  morning  had  been  moderate, 
had  freshened  considerably  and  was  noAV 
blowing  quite  a  gale  from  the  northeast. 

Boom !  We  were  off.  Five  boats  went 
over  the  line  before  us,  but  sixth  out  of 
fifteen  was  not  bad,  since  there  were 
twenty  miles  in  which  to  catch  up  with 
the  leaders.  The  first  leg  of  the  course 
was  a  beat  almost  dead  into  the  wind. 
Dave  and  I,  the  crew,  lay  along  the  wind- 
ward rail,  well  forward,  and  the  captain 
was  at  the  wheel.  The  main  boom  had 
been  trimmed  in  just  as  far  as  possible 


and  the  jibs  were  almost  flat.  As  yet 
the  wind  was  not  blowing  hard  enough 
to  put  the  rail  under,  but  it  was  freshen- 
ing every  minute,  and  we  could  expect  a 
heavy  northwest  wind  before  the  race  was 
over.  The  sails  did  not  need  any  atten- 
tion on  the  first  leg  of  the  course,  so  Dave 
and  I  had  plenty  of  time  to  watch  the 
other  vessels.  The  "Edna"  was  making 
heavy  weather  of  it,  and  it  looked  as 
though  she  would  have  to  drop  out  before 
long.  Over  yonder  the  "Snorter"  was 
having  trouble  in  beating,  and  she  finally 
had  to  go  about;  but  all  the  contestants 
were  not  having  so  hard  a  time.  We 
were  now  fourth,  having  passed  two  in 
trouble,  but  three  in  front  of  us  seemed 
able  to  hold  their  own,  and  our  relative 
positions  did  not  change  appreciably. 

Stand  by! 

The  captain  ordered  us  to  be  alert,  for 
we  were  nearing  the  first  buoy.  Once 
around  it,  we  broke  out  the  spinnaker  as 
the  course  lay  dead  before  the  wind. 
Y\  ith  the  added  sail  the  boat  seemed  to 
leap  right  up  out  of  the  water.  Xow  we 
came  abreast  of  the  "Siren"  and  passed 
her  as  though  she  were  anchored.  We 
were  in  third  place.  We  soon  passed  the 
"Queenie"  and  came  abreast  of  the 
"Xo'theaster".  Still  we  iiew  along.  The 
wind  by  this  time  had  increased  to  half 
a  gale  and  was  still  coming  harder. 
Would  the  mast  hold:  Would  the  canvas 
hold:  Would  the  rigging  hold. :  It  seemed 
as  if  iron,  wood,  canvas,  or  rope,  could 
not  stand  the  strain.  Already  the  mast 
seemed  to  be  bent  double,  the  sheets  were 
taut  as  fiddle  strings  and  the  sails  bellied 
out  as  though  they  would  go  at  any  min- 
ute, but  we  were  going  fair  wind  and  in 
a  minute  we  would  round  the  second 
buoy  and  vamp  home  with  a  beam  wind. 

Bang!  Something  had  parted.  Was  it 
aboard  the  "Volant"  or  the  "Xo'th- 
easter": It  proved  to  be  the  mainsheet 
of  the  latter.  The  huge  mainsail  immedi- 
ately swung  forward,  carrying  away  the 
shrouds  and  forestays  with  its  boom.  She 
surely  would  have  gone  down  but  for  the 
seamanship  of  the  man  at  the  wheel.  This 
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accident  left  us  in  first  place,  with  the 
nearest  rival  eight  or  nine  lengths  behind. 
We  took  in  the  spinnaker  and  then,  after 
rounding  the  buoy,  we  trimmed  in  the 
mainsail  and  jibs.  By  this  time,  the  wind 
had  increased  so  that,  ordinarily,  we 
would  have  put  in  a  reef,  but  this  was  a 
race  and  we  would  carry  all  sail  till  some- 
thing parted. 

We  hustled  along  with  the  deck  half 
under  water  and  it  looked  as  if  we  had 
the  race  clinched,  when  I  heard  an  omi- 
nous sound  in  the  rigging  above.  Glanc- 
ing in  that  direction,  I  saw  the  topmast 
lean  farther  and  farther  to  the  starboard. 
I  yelled  to  the  captain,  but  either  he  did 
not  understand  or  did  not  care,  for  he 
paid  no  attention  to  it. 

Crack!  Bang!  First  the  port  shrouds 
parted  then  the  topmast  went  by  the 
board,  but  it  dragged  along  by  the  star- 
board shrouds.     I  rushed  aloft,  whipping 


out  my  knife  as  I  went,  and  began  to  cut 
away  the  raffle.  After  what  seemed  hours 
of  sawing  I  saw  the  mast  float  away  be- 
hind us.,  but  the  going  of  the  topmast  also 
slacked  the  mainsail  down  onto  the  deck 
and  left  us  with  nothing  but  jibs  to  sail 
with,  and  we  were  still  three  or  four 
lengths  from  the  finish.  The  captain 
ordered  Dave  to  bend  the  balloon  onto 
the  jib  stay.  Could  we  finish  second  with 
this  jury  rig? 

Of  course  we  couldn't  win  now.  But 
yet  the  "Queenie"  was  not  catching  up 
so  fast  and  the  line  was  so  near.  Oh! 
how  the  "Volant"  crawled !  Nearer,  near- 
er, nearer,  came  the  "Queenie",  but  we 
were  almost  over  the  line.  Almost,  yes, 
we  were  over  with  about  two  feet  to 
spare.  We  had  beaten  the  "Queenie"  by 
two  feet,  and  won  the  race  with  a  jury 
rig,  when  picked  to  finish  third. 

Porter  Collins,  June  '26. 


THE  GHOST  SHIP 


Twas  morn  in  sweet  September 

When  that  ship  sailed  from  shore. 

Tis  e.e — oh,  aeons  later, 

And  the  vessel  sails  no  more! 

"Twas  night  in  bleak  December, 

Far  from  their  old  home-town, 

When  cargo,  crew  and  vessel 

Without  a  sign  went  down! 

Each  man  did  his  duty 

Unul  his  very  last; 

Each  man  prayed  God  to  free  them 

From  the  rocks  that  held  them  fast. 

Now  years  have  gone; 

Ages  have  passed  since  then, 

Those  rocks  have  battered  many  a  ship. 

Those  waves  drowned  many  men. 

But  every  day  at  dawning 

That  ship  floats  like  a  dream 

Over  those  sparkling  waters, 

A  ghost,  a  shadowed  gleam 

Of  sunken  glory,  of  buried  love  anddore. 

A  breath  of  salt  wind  carries  it 

Back  to  the  waiting  shore, 

And  man's  heart  and  maid's  heart 

Re-bid  those  sad  good-byes. 

And  wives  and  happy  sweethearts 

Re-watch  with  tear-dirnmed  eyes. 

Yet  when  the  world  awakens, 

And  earth  puts  on  its  care. 

The  ghost  is  gone,  the  people  fled, 

But  still — their  love  is  there. 

Elvira  L.  Harlow,  June,  '27. 
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Poetry 


THIS  LIFE 

If  dreams  were  real  In  our  world, 

And  youthful  hopes  came  true; 
If  all  our  happy  fancies  bloomed, 

And  man  were  never  blue. 
If  all  this  life  were  blossoms, 

And  free  from  every  care. 
Do  you  think  'twould  better  be? 

Would  it  be  more  fair: 

If  even*  man  were  always  ""up." 

And  had  no  cross  to  bear, 
If  life  were  just  a  lovely  maid 

V.  ith  roses  in  her  hair. 
If  there  were  no  needy 

To  grasp  a  friendly  hand. 
Don't  you  think  we'd  all  soon  die 

A  worthless,  selfish  band: 

But  life  is  strange  and  cruel; 

Defeat  comes  ere  success: 
\\  e  all  must  bend  to  give  a  hand 

(We  should  not  make  it  less.) 
For  we  are  all  but  comrades. 

Made  by  the  self-same  One. 
Fashioned,  guided,  destined 

To  do  a  deed  undone. 

Elvira  L.  Harlow.  June,  '27. 


LIFE'S  HIGHWAY 

That  pathway  which  we  all  must  climb — 

The  rocky  road  of  Life, 
W  hich  leads  to  joy  and  peace  sublime. 

Is  barred  by  storm  and  strife; 
But  we  must  push  these  things  aside. 

And.  keeping  our  goal  ahead. 
Clear  the  way  for  those  who  bide 

Below  us  as  we  tread.' 

It's  queer,  but  if  we  stop  to  help 

The  stragglers  in  their  climb, 
Instead  of  passing  heedless  on, 

\\  e'll  make  the  better  time: 
In  love  to  man  we'll  find  a  staff 

That's  helpful  to  the  end. 
And  when  we  reach  the  top  we'll  quaff 

A  toast  to  Love,  our  friend. 

Xo  selfishness  or  vile  conceit 

Should  turn  us  from  our  lust, 
Like  Atalanta's  apples  sweet. 

By  Hippomenes  thrust. 
Mere  truth  and  purity  will  aid 

And  guide  us  through  the  worst, 
So  let's  start  up  the  winding  grade, 

And  see  who  gets  there  first! 

Miriam  G.  Carr. 


GRANDFATHER'S   TREASUK  ES 

Grandfather's  attic  is  old  and  bare. 

But  oh,  what  wonderful  things  are  there! 

In  a  dusty  corner  where  spiders  build 

Is  an  old  sea-chest  with  treasures  filled. 

A  bag  of  coins,  all  tarnished  and  worn: 

The  bell  of  a  ship  wrecked  off  Cape  Horn; 

Beautiful  shells,  and  a  coral  fan; 

And  a  lacquered  box  from  far  Japan; 

An  Indian  shawl  of  brightest  nue: 

And  Burmese  amber,  rare  and  blue. 

Silks  from  France,  and  Flemish  laces; 

Stiff  Dutch  dolls  with  sober  faces; 

Queer  bronze  cups,  from  China  brought: 

An  old.  curved  dagger,  in  Algiers  bought; 

Old  sea-clothes,  and  odd  jade  rings; 

And  many,  many  wonderful  things: 

And  down  at  the  bottom,  covered  with  d.iv., 

Lies  the  yellowed  log  of  the  "Wanderlu:  i ." 

So  we  oft  to  the  attic  with  grandfather  go 

To  hear  of  lands  far  away,  and  days  long  ago 

Melba  Barnes. 


A  SAILOR'S  FATHER 

The  night  is  cold,  the  wind  blows  Xorlh 

A  storm  is  on  the  sea. 
The  hearth-fire  flames,  the  kettle  sing  . 

The  cat  purrs  peacefully. 

How  good  it  seems  to  be  at  home 

Before  the  open  fire: 
A  pipe  in  hand,  a  book  on  knee — 

What  more  could  I  desire: 

I  hear  a  siren  pierce  the  night! 

A  mournful,  pleading  wail; 
It  is  a  ship  cast  on  the  rocks. 

A  bark  wrecked  by  the  gale! 

Oh.  Lord,  be  merciful  I  pray! 

I  have  a  boy  out  there; 
A  sailor  lad  with  merry  eyes 

And  curly,  wind-blown  hair. 

Oh  save  him  from  the  storm  tonight. 

And  send  him  back  to  me! 
What  made  him  leave  his  safe,  warm  hoiuc- 

To  wander  on  the  sea: 

What  joy  is  found,  what  wild  delight. 

In  tossing  on  the  deep? 
Great  tears  are  welling  to  my  eyes: 

I  must  not,  shall  not  weep! 

I  saw  the  sea-look  in  his  eye. 

I  knew  that  he  must  go. 
If  he  is  lost  out  there  tonight. 

The  sea  has  willed  it  so. 

IsABKL    CoSSABCP.V. 


alu  mil 


1911 

William  Manning  is  a  salesman  in  a 
Boston  firm. 

1914 

Chester  G.  Stedman,  chief  officer  of  the 
steamship  President  Harding,  has  been 
hailed  a  hero  for  his  aid  in  the  rescue  of 
the  crew  of  the  sinking  Italian  freighter, 
Ignazio  Furio. 

1919 

Madeleine  Roberts  is  employed  as  a 
nurse  at  the  Pneumatic  Scales  Corpora- 
tion, Norfolk  Downs. 

Fred  Djerf,  formerly  principal  of 
Princeton  High  School,  is  at  Tufts  Medi- 
cal School. 


1921 

Percy  Castleman  has  been  awarded  the 
Billings  Fund  Scholarship  at  M.  I.  T. 
He  is  taking  the  Electrical  Engineering 
Course. 

Dorothea  Murphy  and  Josephine  Rob- 
erts are  employed  in  the  John  Hancock 
Life  Insurance  Company  of  Boston. 

Elizabeth  Burke  is  working  as  a  stenog- 
rapher in  a  real  estate  and  insurance 
office  in  Quincy. 

John  Miller  attends  Bates  College. 

Lois  Wetmore,  Posse  Nissen  of  Physi- 
cal Education,  '24,  has  accepted  a  posi- 
tion as  physiotherapist  on  the  staff  of 
the  Elyria  Memorial  Hospital. 

Esther  Likander  is  a  teacher  at  the 
Lincoln  Grammar  School,  Quincy. 


1922 

Pauline  Stein  has  completed  a  two-year 
course  in  Practical  Arts  and  Letters  at 
Boston  University. 

Donald  Mackay  attends  Dartmouth 
College.  He  was  on  the  winning  team 
of  the  Dartmouth-Oxford  debate. 

Foster  St.  Clair  won  the  Bowditch 
scholarship  offered  at  Harvard  College. 
This  is  his  second  scholarship  received 
at  Harvard. 

Joseph  Thomas  is  in  the  class  of  1926 
at  Bowdoin  College. 

The  class  of  1922  was  very  much 
grieved  to  learn  of  the  death  of  Jessie 
MacLeod  last  winter. 

February  1923 

Eleanor  Akin  attends  the  library  school 
at  Pratt  Institute. 

John  Reed,  news  editor  of  the  Golden 
Rod  in  '23,  is  in  the  class  of  1927  at 
Bowdoin  College. 

Mary  Cavanagh  is  employed  in  the 
Alfred  Hale  Rubber  Co.  in  Atlantic  as  a 
stenographer. 

"Dick"  De  Boer  has  entered  Deane 
Academy. 

Earl  Bassett  goes  to  Boston  Normal 
Art  School. 

Wayne  Belding  is  at  Boston  University. 

Anne  Silverman  attends  Boston  Uni- 
versity. 

June  1923 

Lawrence  Whittemore  is  a  member  of 
the  1929  class  at  B.  U. 
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Mable  Miller  is  a  student  at  Mt.  Hol- 
yoke. 

Tyne  Bishop  is  in  her  junior  year  at 
Boston  Normal  Art  School. 

Eleanor  Fredette  and  Olive  Fuller  at- 
tend Bridgewater  Normal. 

June  1924 

Randolph  Cook  is  studying  to  enter 
Yale  University. 

Robert  Gately  is  working  as  a  sales- 
man in  Jordan  Marsh'es. 

Anna  Pavan,  sophomore  at  Smith  Col- 
lege, was  recently  awarded  a  scholarship. 

John  and  Edwin  Beck  are  sophomores 
at  Boston  University. 

Eleanor  Strickland  goes  to  Simmons 
College. 

Mildred  Lawler  is  enjoying  her  studies 
at  Boston  Normal  Art. 

Milton  Jaycox  and  Amos  Leavitt  are 
sophomores  at  Bowdoin  College. 

Eric  Sjorstrom  is  a  student  at  Upsala 
College. 

The  following  are  attending  Bridge- 
water  Normal:  Evelyn  Ambrose,  Mabel 
Pratt,  Ruth  Cumming,  Gertrude  Savage, 
and  Sophie  Marentz. 

February  1925 

Mabel  Guilhop  is  studying  journalism 
at  B.  U.  She  has  recently  been  pledged 
to  Pi  Sigma  Tau,  one  of  the  sororities 
at  Boston  University. 

"Bill"  Savory  is  assistant  manager  of 
Winer's  Hardware  Store,  Quincy. 

John  Kennedy  is  a  salesman  for  the 
Federal  Electrical  Co.,  Boston. 

Joseph  Curran  and  William  Tarbox 
have  entered  M.  I.  T. 

Fred  Sprowl  is  a  teller  at  the  Quincy 
Savings  Bank. 

"Ted"  Trask  is  a  freshman  at  North- 
eastern. 

Gladys  Neal  goes  to  Keene  Normal 
School,  Keene,  N.  H. 


Helen  Riihimaki,  Lucy  Zanotti,  Ruth 
Johnson,  and  Ilmi  Puskala  are  at  Bridge- 
water  Normal. 

Dorothy  Johnson's  engagement  to 
Theodore  Guinan  has  been  announced. 


June  1925 

Virginia  Carville  is  a  freshman  at  Rad- 
cliffe. 

John  Hamre  attends  Northeastern. 

Rita  Neal  and  Marion  Letson  are  at 
Keene  Normal  School. 

Agnes  Fornell,  Alice  Whittier,  and 
Merriland  Curry  are  studying  at  Kath- 
erine  Gibb's  Secretarial  School. 

Bernice  Riggs  is  studying  at  Bryant 
and  Stratton. 

Claire  Rogers  is  in  the  Training  School 
for  nurses  at  the  Boston  City  Hospital. 

James  Lane  is  employed  in  a  chemical 
firm  in  Boston.  He  will  attend  North- 
eastern in  February. 

Nicholas  Avgerinos  goes  to  the  North- 
eastern night  school. 

Mildred  Riley  is  at  Bryant  and  Strat- 
ton Business  School. 

Helmi  Flinck  and  Impi  Koski  are  at 
Fitchburg  Normal. 

Anna  Kimball  has  entered  the  For- 
sythe  Dental  School  at  Tufts. 

Frank  Lowe  is  right  tackle  on  the  foot- 
ball team  at  Tabor  Academy. 

Carlyle  Kretschman  goes  to  Thayer 
Academy. 

Ruth  Sawtelle  is  working  for  the 
Quincy  Ledger. 

Stanley  Trask  is  employed  in  Mr. 
Branch's  office  of  civil  engineering.  He 
will  enter  Northeastern  in  February. 

Gertrude  Filton,  Laura  Anderson, 
Mary  Darrah,  and  Joe  Grady  are  post 
graduates. 

Edwin  Milk  and  "Bob"  Foley  are  em- 
ployed at  the  Quincy  City  Hall. 


THE  GOLDEN-ROD 


25 


^cbool  Mews 


OUR  SOCIAL  WORLD 

Events  as  the  minutes  fly, 
Events  as  the  days  go  by. 

September  9 — Back  at  school  again, 
august  seniors  tripped  over  "kids"  from 
the  junior  high. 

September  14  —  Football  assembly, 
blushing  (?)  captain  and  manager  spoke. 
We  heard  a  little  "soph"  say  to  his  neigh- 
bors, "I'd  understand  'em,  but  their  vo- 
cabularies are  entirely  too  copious  for  my 
diminutive  comprehension."  "Mitch" 
gave  us  a  great  speech,  and  Tom  Burgin 
made  us  all  want  them  by  promising  sil- 
ver footballs  to  the  members  of  the  team 
if  they  win  from  Newton  or  Brockton, 
or  have  a  good  season. 

September  21 — Mr.  Collins  called  a 
meeting  of  those  pupils  who  are  planning 
en  college.  He  outlined  briefly  the  work 
necessary  for  admission  to  many  of  the 
New  England  colleges,  and  urged  us  to 
work  hard  this  year,  with  college  as  our 
goal. 

September  25 — The  February  '26  class 
elected  Golden  Rod  officers  for  the  term 
September  1925  to  February  1926.  With 
the  exception  of  Miss  Deitsch  we  have 
an  entirely  new  group  of  faculty  advisors 
this  year.  They  are  Mr.  Millard,  Miss 
Nevins  and  Miss  Browne. 

October  9 — First  meeting  of  the  Eng- 
lish Club.  This  meeting  was  called  to 
give  the  new  members  some  idea  of  the 
purposes  of  the  club,  and  to  announce 
that  dues  were  payable.  The  English 
Club  is  our  latest  social  achievement.  It 
is  for  those  who  receive  a  passing  mark 
in  all  subjects  and  whose  rating  is  "G" 
or  above  in  English,  and  for  those  who 
care  for  English  more  as  a  possession 
than  as  just  a  subject  to  be  taken  in 
school.  There  are  to  be  several  different 
groups,  among  them  the  poetry  group, 
not  only  for  discussion  of  current  poetry 
but  for  the  writing  of  poems;  a  journalis- 
tic group;  a  group  for  those  interested  in 


the  writing  of  plays  and  stories;  a  group 
for  those  who  enjoy  drama,  and  a  general 
discussion  group. 

October  13 — There  was  a  short  meet- 
ing of  the  February  '26  class  in  Room 
212.  At  this  meeting  the  upper  classmen 
elected  members  of  the  senior  reception 
and  class  picture  committees. 

October  13 — The  June  '26  class  met  in 
the  hall  at  the  close  of  school  to  make 
plans  for  the  school  dance,  to  be  held  in 
the  gym  October  29. 

October  21 — This  was  the  first  regular 
meeting  of  the  English  Club.  The  two 
groups,  creative  and  discussion,  met  in 
rooms  118  and  114  respectively.  The 
creative  group,  under  the  leadership  of 
Miss  Dawson,  and  the  latter  under  Miss 
Webb's  guidance.  Both  groups  made 
plans  for  their  next  meetings. 

October  22 — Miss  Dawes  called  the 
first  meeting  of  the  Q-B  Club.  This 
club  is  for  junior  or  senior  girls  who  are 
planning  to  go  to  Normal  school,  especi- 
ally Bridgewater.  The  meeting  was  brief 
and  merely  to  get  the  new  girls  together. 
The  next  meeting  will  be  at  the  Junior 
High  at  2  o'clock,  Thursday,  October  29. 

October  23 — At  a  special  assembly,  the 
seventh  period,  the  entire  school  enjoyed 
a  lecture  by  Mr.  N.  K.  Dhalwani,  who 
was  accompanied  by  Mrs.  Dhalwani  and 
their  small  daughter.  The  speaker,  a 
native  of  Bombay,  India,  explained  to  us 
the  making  of  the  Indian  turban,  making 
one  for  us  as  he  spoke.  Mrs.  Dhalwani 
charmed  us  all  by  showing  the  way  the 
Indian  women  dress.  Among  the  things 
which  Mr.  Dhalwani  mentioned  was  the 
civilized  Indian,  who,  he  believes,  is  civ- 
ilized if  he  understands  the  relationships 
of  man  to  man,  and  man  to  God;  the  life 
of  the  native  Indian  in  comparison  to 
ours;  and  America's  great  need  for  con- 
centration. It  is  certain  that  everyone 
enjoyed  this  lecture,  and  that  the  speaker, 
with  his  songs  and  short  translations  into 
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three  different  languages  charmed  us  all. 
He  now  has  many  friends  in  Quincy,  not 
only  here,  but  at  the  Junior  High,  where 
he  lectured  two  weeks  ago. 

October  27 — This  being  navy  day  it 
seemed  fitting  that  some  member  of  the 
navy  should  speak  to  us,  so  the  seventh 
period  we  all  assembled  in  the  hall  and 
enjoyed  not  only  the  band's  music,  but 
an  inspiring  lecture  by  a  naval  officer 
from  the  Boston  navy  yard. 

October  29 — The  first  junior-senior 
dance  of  the  year,  loads  of  fun,  dancing, 
games,  an'  everythin' !  The  gym  was 
decorated  with  cornstalks  and  black  and 
orange  decorations  which  hung  low  over 
the  heads  of  the  dancers,  giving  the  gym 
the  appearance  of  a  great  barn.  During 
intermission  refreshments  which  consisted 
of  cider  and  doughnuts  were  served  by 
the  committee  in  charge.  The  music,  fur- 
nished by  Jay  Bird's  orchestra,  was  great, 
and  everyone  enjoyed  dancing  to  it. 

NEW  FACES  ABOUT  SCHOOL 

Somehow  new  faces  about  school  seem 
to  make  the  routine  work  of  each  day 
more  interesting.  Of  course,  each  semes- 
ter we  have  several  hundred  "sophs"  from 
Junior  High,  so  we  are  always  sure  of 
some  new  faces.  This  year  there  are 
new  faces  that  are  not  those  of  "sophs." 

W  e  have  several  new  members  of  our 
faculty,  teachers  who  are  here  to  make 
our  work  more  interesting,  to  help  to 
improve  Quincy  High.  We  of  Q.  H.  S. 
are  happy  to  have  these  new  teachers 
with  us,  and  we  take  this  time  of  wel- 
coming them  to  Quincy,  and  hope  that 
their  work  here  will  prove  pleasant  and 
lasting. 

Perhaps  a  word  or  two  about  our  teach- 
ers would  make  us  know  them  better,  as 
surely  we  cannot  all  hope  to  know  each 
one  personally. 

Mr.  Sanderson,  the  head  of  our  Latin 
department,  is  a  graduate  of  Harvard, 
class  of  1911.  Last  year  he  taught  at 
The  Rivers  Country  Day  School  in 
Brookline.  He  tells  us  that  it  is  the  only 
open  air  school  of  its  kind  in  the  country, 


and  that  last  winter  he  taught  Latin  with 
his  hat  and  coat  and  gloves  on!  It  must 
have  been  novel,  teaching  this  famous 
"dead  language"  in  this  way! 

Miss  Xevins,  who  is  an  assistant  in  our 
English  department,  graduated  from  the 
University  of  Maine.  This  year  she  is 
one  of  the  faculty  advisors  of  The 
Golden  Rod,  and  has  taken  Miss  Mer- 
rill's place  here.  Last  year  she  taught  in 
a  Maine  High  School. 

Last  year,  Mr.  Albio,  our  new  book- 
keeping teacher  taught  in  St.  Bernard's 
School  in  Xew  Jersey.  He  is  a  graduate 
of  Baypath  Institute,  Springfield,  Massa- 
chusetts. 

Miss  Wilson,  who  graduated  from 
Wellesley,  has  been  added  to  our  many 
fine  mathematic  teachers.  Last  year  she 
taught  in  the  High  School  at  North 
Easton,  Massachusetts. 

The  head  of  the  commercial  depart- 
ment. Mr.  Willard,  taught  in  Salem  High 
School,  Salem,  Massachusetts  for  five 
years.  He  is  a  graduate  of  Salem  State 
Normal  and  Boston  University. 

Our  Biology  teacher,  Miss  McHardy, 
comes  to  us  after  teaching  in  Amherst 
and  Danvers,  Massachusetts.  Smith  is 
her  Alma  Mater. 

Miss  Packard,  the  typewriting  teacher 
in  Room  200.  is  a  graduate  of  Simmons 
College. 

Another  teacher  who  has  joined  our 
English  department  is  Miss  Crockett. 
She  is  a  graduate  of  the  Santa  Barbara 
Teachers'  College  in  California,  and  of 
Bates  College  in  Maine.  She  has  taught 
in  Maine,  Bridgewater,  Massachusetts, 
and  Ogden,  Utah. 

Mr.  Kidder,  the  chemistry  teacher  who 
has  taken  Mr.  McCauley's  place  is  a 
graduate  of  Boston  University.  Last 
year  he  taught  in  Morristown,  Tennessee. 

Our  Gym  teacher,  Miss  Slawson,  has 
studied  at  the  University  of  Wisconsin, 
and  Columbia  University.  She  has 
taught  at  Sleighton  Heights,  Darling,  Pa., 
Brookfield  Playground,  Mount  Kiser, 
New  York,  and  Connecticut  College  for 
Women.  New  London,  Conn. 

L.  H. 
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ABSENT  FROM  Q.  H.  S. 

In  June,  when  the  1925  class  gradu- 
ated, we  did  not  know  that  with  that 
class  we  were  losing  some  teachers  whom 
we  had  known  almost  as  long  as  we  had 
known  the  class.  We  were  sorry  to  lose 
these  teachers,  for  they  had  been  a  great 
help  to  us  in  the  past  years.  We  can 
only  wish  them  every  success  and  lasting 
happiness  in  their  work,  and  wherever 
they  are,  we  hope  that  they  will  always 
remember  Q.  H.  S.  and  that  the  memo- 
ries will   be  only   kind   ones. 

Air.  Jewell  is  teaching  in  the  Welles- 
ley  High  School,  Wellesley,  Mass.;  Miss 
Armstrong  is  in  Philadelphia;  Mr.  Nissen 
is  teaching  at  the  Posse-Nissen  school  in 
Boston;  Miss  Merrill  is  studying  at  the 
University  of  Michigan;  Miss  Walmsely 
is  studying  at  Columbia  University;  Mr. 
McCauley  is  teaching  in  Sharon;  Miss 
Flagg  was  married  in  September;  Mr. 
Kellman  is  teaching  in  the  Weaver  High 
School,  Hartford,  Conn.,  and  Miss  Cum- 
mings  is  at  the  Girls'  Latin  High,  Boston, 
Mass. 

L.  H. 


OUR  BAND 

We  have  reason  to  be  proud  of  our 
band,  for,  though  the  youngest  of  all  the 
musical  groups  in  High  School,  it  now 
ranks  with  the  best  of  them.  Now,  in 
addition  to  two  splendid  glee  clubs  and 
a  really  fine  orchestra  we  have  a  band — 
a  band  which  is  a  real  credit  to  Q.  H.  S. 

This  band,  under  the  direction  of  Miss 
Howes  practices  once  a  week,  and  is  often 
called  upon  to  play  as  often.  It  has 
made  the  games  ever  so  much  more 
"peppy"  and  the  assembly  on  navy  day 
more  enjoyable.  We  surely  ought  to 
boost  our  band  and  thank  Miss  Howes 
for  all  the  time  which  she  is  putting  into 
it,  and  by  making  it  better  all  the  time, 
thereby  making  Q.  H.  S.  just  a  little  finer, 
a  little  bigger,  too. 

L.H. 


COLD 

She  sat  on  the  steps  in  the  eventide, 

Enjoying  the  balmy  air; 
He  came  and  asked  could  he  sit  by  her  side, 

And  she  gave  him  the  vacant  stair. 


HAPPY  HOURS 

Daybreak  once  again  is  here, 
And  I  listen  to  birdling's  songs, 
In  this  wondrous  happy  hour 
At  the  waking  of  the  dawn. 

Noontime  bells  all  clanging  loud, 
Azure  sky  with  clouds  of  white, 
Happy  is  this  wondrous  hour 
'Tween  the  dawn  and  coming  night. 

Twilight  spreads  its  dusky  wings, 
Birdling's  songs  all  put  away, 
Happy  is  this  wondrous  hour 
'Tween  the  night  and  close  of  day. 

Moonbeams  float  across  the  water, 
Sparkling  stars  arrayed  so  gay, 
Happy  is  this  wondrous  hour 
At  the  close  of  a  summer  day. 

Genevieve  Hutt. 


IN  MEMORY 

Here  lie  the  remains  of  a  radio  fan, 
Now  mourned  by  his  many  relations; 

He  went  to  the  powder  mill,  smoking  his  pipe, 
And  was  picked  up  by  twenty-one  stations. 


THE  FALL 

The  leaves  are  falling,  slowly  falling, 

Winter  is  near  at  hand; 
Somewhere,  someplace  the  South  wind's  calling 

The  dear  birds  back  to  her  land. 

The  trees  are  bare  and  the  flowers  are  dead, 
The  North  wind  groans  and  the  birds  have  fled; 
The  moon  casts  with  a  silvery  shade 
The  fields  where  ghosts  and  goblins  played. 

All  in  the  Spring  is  so  bright  and  so  clear, 
But  now  all  is  dying — the  Fall  of  the  year. 
Old  memories,  sad  memories  always  are  taunting, 
Mysterious,  sad,  is  it  not  haunting? 

Carol  McKim. 

GRIN 

If  you  can't  solve  a  problem, 

And  you've  said  you  won't  give  in. 

Just  sit  up  a  little  straighter, 
And  go  at  it  with  a  grin. 

When  everybody's  kicking 

Against  this  world  of  sin, 
Just  you  never  mind  it. 

But  look  at  them  and  grin. 

Addie  Eldridge. 


Exchanges 


We  are  glad  to  acknowledge  the  fol- 
lowing exchanges: 

The  Tabula — Torrington,  Conn. 

The  Red  and  White — Rochester,  N.  H. 

The  Sentinel— B arre,  Vt. 

The  Vermont  Cynic — Burlington,  Vt. 

The  Arguenot — Norwood,   Mass. 

The  Red  and  Black — Newport,  R.  I. 

The  Radiator — Somerville,  Mass. 

The  Albanian — Washington,  D.  C. 

The  Drury  Academe — No.  Adams,  Mass. 

The  Monad— Belleville,  N.  J. 

The  Franklin  Hi-Broadcast — Franklin, 

Pa. 
The  Academite — Hebron,  Neb. 
The  Proviso  Pagent — Maywood,  111. 
The  Courier — Mt.  Vernon,  N.  Y. 
The,  White   Mountain    Breeze — North 

Conway,  New  Hampshire. 
The  Bowdoin  Orient — Brunswick,  Me. 
The  Echo — Winthrop,  Mass. 
The  W ampatuck — Braintree,  Mass. 
The  Sagamore — Brookline,  Mass. 
The  Bulletin — Watertown,  Mass. 


AS  WE  SEE  OTHERS: 

"The  Drury  Academe,"  Drury  High 
School,  North  Adams.  The  literary  de- 
partment is  exceptionally  interesting,  and 
you  have  a  fine  list  of  exchanges.  We 
are  always  glad  when  your  magazine 
arrives. 

"The  Monad,"  Belleville  High  School, 
New  Jersey.  Your  paper  is  certainly 
complete.     "The  Mementos  of  1925"  are 

very  original. 

"The  Bowdoin  Orient,"  Bowdoin  Col- 
lege, Brunswick,  Maine.  Your  paper  is 
full  of  news. 

"The  Echo,"  Winthrop,  Mass.  Your 
paper  is  very  complete;  keep  up  the  fine 
work. 

"The  Wampatuck,"  Braintree,  Mass. 
A  fine  literary  department;  your  cuts  are 
very  clever. 


CONCERT 

Our  band,  which  has  been  heard  at  the 
football  games  this  year  and  which  will 
represent  the  school  all  through  the  year, 
is  going  to  give  a  concert  on  the  evening 
of  December  2,  at  eight  o'clock,  in  the 
Senior  High  School  Hall.  Tickets  are 
thirty-five  and  fifty  cents.  The  band,  it 
will  be  remembered,  gave  a  concert  last 
year,  under  the  management  of  the  Ki- 
wanis  Club,  in  order  to  purchase  the  fine 
uniforms  which  they  wear.  This  year  a 
similar  concert  will  be  given  to  buy  extra 
uniforms  and  instruments,  to  add  to 
those  already  owned  by  the  school.  The 
band  wants  all  the  school  to  aid  in  mak- 
ing this  concert  a  success,  not  only  in 
advertising  it  and  buying  tickets,  but  by 
selling    tickets    throughout    the    city — for 


only  in  this  manner  can  the  concert  be 
made  a  success.  Let's  all  get  to  work 
and  put  it  over  big  and  make  the  eve- 
ning of  December  2  a  memorable  night 
in  the  records  of  Q.  H.  S. 
*     *     #     # 

THE  CONTRAST 

The  bee  is  busy  in  his  hive. 

Working  for  the  Fall: 
He's  the  one  that  stores  to  live — 

The  wisest  one  of  all. 

The  locust  is  the  lazy  one. 

Who  romps  and  plays  always; 
He  never  thinks  of  aught  but  fun, 

And  dies  in  Winter  days. 

Do  you  like  the  busy  ones. 

Or  do  you  like  the  lazy? 
1   think  you'll  find  the  bees  have  won. 

So  don't  let  your  mind  get  hazy. 

Lorna  MacBeth. 


TRACK 

A  group  of  last  season's  undefeated 
track  team  displayed  real  spirit  by  en- 
gaging in  fall  practice.  This  was  never 
attempted  before.  Coach  Wilson  entered 
a  relay  team  in  an  open  meet  at  Wey- 
mouth with  the  result  that  it  won  first 
place  and  a  handsome  cup.  The  mem- 
bers of  this  team  were:  Daly,  Schultz, 
Hillock  and  Wayne.  Running  under  poor 
weather  conditions  in  the  Brockton  Fair 
Meet,  the  relay  finished  third  to  Brook- 
line  and  Brockton.  Captain  Chapman, 
running  under  the  colors  of  the  local 
Y.  M.  C.  A.,  captured  the  880  yard  run. 
His  time,  2  min.  12  sec.  is  good  for  a 
soft  track.  Reardon  took  first  in  the 
high  jump  for  Y.  M.  C.  A.  members. 


FOOTBALL 

Sixty  football  aspirants  responded  to 
Coach  Mitchell's  first  call  for  candidates. 
Among  these  were  the  veterans:  Nichols, 
Granai,  Bird,  Martell,  Hebert,  Parrish, 
LeCain,  Philbrick,  MacLean,  and  Cap- 
tain Lindholm.  There  is  no  doubt  that 
Coach  Mitchell  will  develop  an  aggressive 
eleven  from  this  material. 

The  following  schedule  has  been  ar- 
ranged by  Manager  Bascom: 

At  Home 
Sept.  26 — Stoughton 
Oct.     3 — Melrose 
Oct.  16 — Jamaica  Plain 
Oct.  24 — Boston  English 
Oct.  31 — Lynn  Classical 
Nov.     7 — Framingham 
Nov.  14— Open 

Away 
Sept.  19— Newton 
Oct.  12 — Arlington 
Nov.  21 — Brockton 


Newton  12;  Quincy  0 

Quincy,  after  a  hard-fought  contest, 
lost  to  Newton  in  the  opening  game  of 
the  season  which  was  played  on  Claflin 
Field,  Newtonville.  The  break  came  in 
the  first  period  when  a  Newton  man  in- 
tercepted a  forward  pass  and  ran  30 
yards  for  a  touchdown.  The  final  score 
was  made  in  the  last  quarter  when  the 
opponents  blocked  a  punt  on  our  very 
goal-line.  On  several  occasions  our 
strong  backfield  netted  good  yardage. 
Nichols,  Granai,  and  Hayes  played  well 
for  Quincy. 

Quincy  34;  Stoughton  0 

Quincy  ran  away  with  the  light  Stough- 
ton eleven  on  Pfaffman  oval  in  the  first 
home  game  of  the  season.  Stoughton 
was  never  threatening,  remaining  in  her 
own  territory  throughout  the  game.  The 
first  score  was  made  when  Anderson 
blocked  a  punt  and  Lindholm,  recover- 
ing the  ball,  ran  for  a  touchdown.  After 
several  successful  forwards  had  brought 
Quincy  to  the  opponent's  goal,  McGrane 
carried  the  ball  over  for  the  second  score. 
Later  Nichols  and  Granai  each  accounted 
for  six  points,  and  in  the  last  quarter 
Philbrick  intercepted  a  forward  and  with 
perfect  interference  ran  35  yards  for  the 
final  score  of  the  game.  Nichols  made 
3  points  after  touchdowns  and  McLean  1. 
The  team  deserves  credit  as  a  unit  for 
its  fine  display  of  football  in  this  game. 


Quincy  30;  Melrose  0 

Quincy  clearly  outclassed  the  Melrose 
eleven  in  a  game  of  pouring  rain  and 
slippery  mud,  played  on  Pfaffman  Oval. 
Hardly  had  the  game  begun  when  Par- 
rish  scooped  up   a   fumble   and   ran   50 


30 


THE  GOLDEN-ROD 


yards  for  a  touchdown.  The  second  score 
was  made  by  Nichols  in  practically  the 
same  manner  as  the  first.  The  Quincy 
attack  was  now  well-launched  and  Mel- 
rose, strive  as  she  would,  failed  to  check 
it.  An  accurate  forward  to  Lindholm, 
and  line-plunges  by  Comparato  and 
Xichols  added  three  more  touchdowns 
to  our  final  score.  It  was  the  second 
team,  practically,  which  held  the  oppo- 
nents in  the  entire  second  half  of  the 
game.  The  team  did  itself  credit,  in 
spite  of  the  mud  and  rain  they  handled 
the  pigskin  safely. 

Arlington  6;  Quincy  0 

Quincy  journeyed  to  Arlington  on  Co- 
lumbus Day  and  battled  in  vain  on  Spy 
Pond  Field'. 

The  only  score  was  gained  in  the  sec- 
ond quarter,  when  Canty  hurled  a  pretty 
forward  to  Hamm  who  had  a  clear  field 
before  him.  Quincy  showed  an  impreg- 
nable defense  when  she  held  the  oppo- 
nents for  downs  on  her  own  one-yard 
line.  In  the  second  quarter,  Quincy's 
attack  was  at  its  best  when  she  worked 
the  ball,  by  means  of  line-plunging  and 
forward  passes,  down  to  Arlington's  20- 
yard  line.  Then  the  half  ended  and  any 
possibility  of  our  scoring  was  ended. 

Hamm,  Canty  and  Daley  featured  for 
the  Mystic  Valley  boys,  while  Nichols, 
Parrish,  Lindholm  and  McLean  deserve 
mention  for  Quincy. 

Jamaica  Plain  6;  Quincy  0 

Quincy,  in  the  closest  of  games,  lost 
to  the  Jamaica  Plain  aggregation  at  Pfaff- 
man  Oval.  Our  school  band,  playing  be- 
tween the  periods,  added  to  the  spirit 
of  the  game.     The  first  three  quarters  of 


the  game  failed  to  result  in  a  score  for 
either  team.  Then  Tobin  of  the  oppo- 
nents tossed  a  forward  to  his  team-mate, 
Garry,  who  was  downed  on  Quincy's  15- 
yard  line.  Then  three  forwards  were  at- 
tempted but  all  failed.  As  a  last  resort 
Blemus  threw  a  long  pass  to  Tobin  who 
caught  it  behind  Quincy's  goal-line.  The 
extra-point  kick  was  blocked.  Although 
vanquished,  Quincy  played  good  foot- 
ball against  a  strong  team. 

Quincy  14;  English  High  12 

Although  severely  handicapped  by  the 
temporary  inability  of  nearly  the  entire 
first-team  to  play  because  of  injuries, 
Quincy  defeated  Boston  English  High 
who  last  year  won  the  gridiron  title  of 
Boston  Schools.  The  contest  was  the 
most  spirited  of  any  fought  on  Pfaffman 
Oval  during  this  season.  Early  in  the 
opening  quarter  an  exchange  of  punts 
drove  English  back  to  her  own  seven- 
yard  line.  On  the  next  play  she  at- 
tempted a  punt  which  Freeman  blocked 
and  recovered  for  a  touchdown. 

Comparato  kicked  the  extra  point,  giv- 
ing us  a  7-0  lead.  Once  more,  Quincy 
scored  in  this  first  period  when  McLean, 
following  Freeman's  example,  blocked  a 
would-be  punt  of  the  opponents  and  re- 
covered it  for  a  touchdown.  And  again 
Comparato  made  the  point  after  touch- 
down. In  the  second  quarter  Boston 
ran  back  a  punt  to  our  sixteen-yard  line 
and  scored  on  successive  line-plunges.  A 
Quincy  punt  which  went  off-side  gave 
the  opponents  their  second  opportunity 
to  score. 

Comparato,  Brussler,  Foy,  Freeman 
and  McLean  played  especially  well  for 
Quincy. 


I/OCTOBRE 


Le  m  ibre  arrivait 

Dans  belle;  robes,  les  .feuilles  s'habillaient 
Les  rouges  Bammants,  et  feuilles  d'or 
Tombaient  a  la  terre.  des  arbres  F< 


Elbs  semblent  etre,  si  tres  contentcs 
Quand  elles  volent  avec  leurs  parents 
11  semble  que  les  feuilles  dansent 
Elles  s'amusent  bien,  je  pense. 


Le-  arbr  lent  ses  T.-nfan:.- 

Comme  elles  dansent  avee  les  vents 
lis  ri'.nt  et  secouent  ses  bras  de  bois 
Car  bientot  vicnt.  l'hiver  froid. 

Mabel  Smith.  Feb   *jS. 


Miss  Wood:   "Caesar  was  singular." 
Fuller:   "Oh  no!     He  was  married  six 
times." 

Miss  Lyden:  "Cameron,  you  act  like 
a  two  year  old." 

Cameron:  "I  was  once."  (We  are  very 

sure  of  it.) 

Bascom:   "I  can't  do  this  problem." 
Miss  T.:  "Use  your  head." 
Bascom:   "That's  too  hard." 

Mr.  Upham:  "Do  you  know  that 
Washington  was  first  in  war,  first  in 
peace  and — 

Voice:  " — first  in  the  national  league.5 
Yes,  sir!" 

Some  fellows  leave  school  because  they 
can   not  take   it  with   them. 

"Wonder  what  makes  the  leaves  turn 
red  in  the  fall." 

"They  are  blushing  to  think  how  green 
they  have  been  all  summer." 

These  replies  were  given  in  answer 
to  the  following  question:  Name  the 
countries  in  Central  and  South  America: 
Orinoco,  Spain,  Africa,  Portugal,  Aus- 
tria, Europe,  France,  China,  Japan,  Asia, 
Asia  Minor,  Honalulu,  Hawaiian  Islands, 
Buenos  Ayres,  South  Africa,  Australia, 
French  Indo-China,  British  Indo-China, 
Educator,  Labrador,  Montivedeo,  Monte- 
negro, and  Congo. 

"So  you've  put  Fred  off  till  November 
or  December?" 

"Yes.  I  told  him  I  wouldn't  give  him 
a  definite  answer  until  then." 

"Why  till  then:" 

"I  want  to  wait  and  see  how  he  looks 
after  the  football  season  is  over." 


Life's  definition  of  a  football*  game: 
"Twenty-two  nice  young  men  entirely 
surrounded    bv   maniacs." 


Senior:    "Do  you   know  where   I    can 

find  a  copy  of  Oliver  Wendell  Holmes's 

poem  'Old  Ironsides':" 

Sophomore:  "Who's  it  by:" 

"This  is  a  book  to  delight  the  heart  of 

everv  man  or  woman  who  has  ever  been 

a  boy." 

She:    "What  position  do  you  play  on 

the  team:" 

He:    "I'm  substitute  quarter  or  half." 
She:    "Oh,    I    see.     They   put  you   in 

when  they  need  a  little  change." 

Bird:  "Now  that  you  have  a  new  car 
I  suppose  that  you  are  out  all  the  time?" 

Anderson:  "You  bet!  I  was  out  fifty 
dollars  on  tires  alone  last  week." 

Miss  Freeman:  "What  was  the  make- 
up of  the  Congress  elected  in  1876?" 

Gallo:  "The  Republicans  Avere  Demo- 
crats." 

John:  "That  horse  knows  as  much  as 
I  do." 

His  Sister:  "Well  don't  tell  anybody, 
thev  might  want  to  sell  the  horse  some 
day." 

Mrs.  Brown's  young  hopeful  had  won 
a  coveted  prize  in  school  and  the  other 
mothers  were  congratulating  her  as  best 
they  could.  "But  you  mustn't  let  him 
get  conceited."  "No.  I  always  tell  him 
it  isn't  because  he  is  so  bright  but  be- 
cause  the  others   are  so  dull." 
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How  Deep  is 

A  Washtub? 

TUST  ask  mother   this   question — 
*     and  then  when  she  can't  answer 

tell  her  this : 

Old  Colony 

It  is  deep  enough   to  cover  many 
valuable  hours.      Deep    enough  to 
take  up  'much  of  her  strength  and 

Laundry 

energy.     Deep  enough  to  spoil -one 
day  out  of  seven.     Then   also  tell 

her  to   get   rid   of  it  and  send   the 

washing  to  the  reliable  Old  Colony 

Phone 

Laundry. 

Besides  having  this  work  carefully 

Number 

done   she    will    have    many    more 

Granite 

balmy  hours  that  will  be  yours  also. 

5000 

Don't  let  her  lose  them  over  a  wash- 
tub. 

Forest  I.  Neal 

"Selected   by    the   Better  Business 

Group  of  Babson  Park." 

QUINCY 

\       C.  M.  PRICE 

SAVINGS   BANK  j 

i                                      Wholesale 

ESTABLISHED  1845 

i                                      and  Retail 

1374  HANCOCK  STREET                   j 

Deposits  $10,346,020.00         J 

Surplus    $  1,006,756.00         ! 

Ice  Cream  Manufacturers 

Banking  Hours:  8.30  A.  M.  to  3  P.  M.          ! 

Saturdays                                | 

WASHINGTON  SQUARE 

8.30  A.  M.  to  12  M.  and  7  to  9  P.  M.            ! 

•                               WEYMOUTH 

Deposits  Placed  on  Interest                   , 

The  First  of  Each  Month. 

^toting  Ifoot  01jf op 

LAWLER  &  CUNNIFF 


Refinement  amd  Good  Taste  Characterize 

STERLING'S  SMART  STYLES 

Everything  in  Footwear  our  Forte 

Open  Evenings  8.30.     Double  Stamps  Tuesday  and  Thursday  Afternoons 

"The  Best  for   Less"   at 

North  Quincy  s  Source  of  Show  Satisfaction 
47  Billings  Road,  Opp.  Dorr's  Market,  Norfolk  Downs 

YOU  WILL  BE  SURPRISED  HOW  THIRTY  OF  YOU  CAN  HIRE  A  BUS 

TO  FOLLOW   THE  TEAM 

Phone   Granite   0575-WK 

MASSACHUSETTS  COACH  COMPANY 
6S9  Adams  Street,  Quincy,  Mass. 

BUSSES   FOR   HIRE ALL   OCCASIONS 

CLEAN  AND   COMFORTABLE.      CAREFUL  DRIVERS 

RESPONSIBLE   MANAGEMENT 


CHARLES  WAGNER 
CLOTHING  CO. 

WHOLESALE  CLOTHIERS 

173    SUMMER   STREET 

Near  South  Station 

BOSTON 

Telephone  Liberty  0195 
Office  Hours,  S  to  G  Saturdays  Until  9  P.  M. 


THE   HOME   OF   SERVICE 

RONALD'S   MARKET 

GROCERIES,    MEATS,    FISH,   VEGETABLES 

613    Hancock    Street,    Wollaston,    Mass. 
TEL.  GRANITE    !!»<;<; 


BLACKER  &  SHEPARD  CO. 
-     -     LUMBER     -     - 

"Everything    From    Spruce    to    Mahogany" 

409  ALBANY  ST.,   BOSTON,   MASS. 
Telephone  Beach  5400 

Branch   Yard 
Squantum  Street,  Norfolk  Downs 

Telephone    Granite    1  090 
Represented  by    Herbert   S.   Barker,   V.-P. 


It    isn't   the   cough   that   carries   you    off, 
It's  the  coffin  they  carry  you  off  in. 
So    beware 

Stop  that  Cough  with  our 
SPECIAL   COUGH  SYRUP 

FRANK  ASDON1  DICK  SIMMONS 

ALLEYNE  PHARMACY,  Inc. 


1043    Hancock   Street, 


Quincy 


McClure's 
Corner  Market 

Groceries,  Meat,  Vegetables 

Candy 
Ice  Cream 
Tobacco 

203  Squantum  Street,  Atlantic 

Telephone  Granile   1592-M 


LOOK  FOR  THE  SIGN 

MINOT  LIGHT 
BARBER  SHOP 

If  you  want  a  proper  Shingle  or  any  up-to-date 
Hair    Cut 

OSCAR   A.  MINOT,   Prop. 

337   NEWPORT  AVE. 


"  The  House  of  Service  " 


LIBBY  &,  LIBBY 

Distributors  of    Confectionery 

95-F  BEALE  ST. 
WOLLASTON      :      MASS. 


Tel.  Granite  6586 


BOYS  !  Do   you  know  that   we 

can  save  you  from  15  to  25% 

on  all  your  needs  ?     Come 

in  and  let  use  prove  it. 

Norfolk  Haberdashery 

The  Little   Store  with    Big  Values 

29  Billings  Road 
NORFOLK  DOWNS 


Compliments   of 

A  FRIEND 


Res.  139.W 


If  in  trouble  phone  Granite  2704 


Badger  Brothers 
Garage 

General  Repairing  All  Cars 
Chevrolet  Service 

Authorized  Ford  and   Packard  Service 

570  Adams  Street,  Quincy 


CAMPBELL  MACHINE  CO.      j 

WILLIAM  PATTERSON 

4R 

FLORIST 

l>  )-^Bv 

STORE 
1434    Hancock   Street,    Quincy 

\  ^^^^ 

^V  t^^^^v 

GREENHOUSE 

-wti  i 

92    So.    Central   Avenue,    Wollaston 
Telephones  392-W— 392-K 

QUINCY                                        BRIDGEWATER  | 

|         THE  WALLART  SHOP 

LUCE  &  COMPANY 

;                  James  T.  Smith 

DRY  GOODS  and  FURNISHINGS 

;           ...  WALLPAPERS  .  .  . 

!                 at  Reasonable  Prices 

Best    Merchandise 
At  Reasonable  Prices 

\  469     Hancock    Street,    Norfolk    Downs,    Mass. 

'                          Telephone   Granite   6115-W 

Tel.    Granite   433  7-M                                  fratus    building 
Room  208                                        Norfolk  Downs 

38   Billings  Road 

1  Telephone   Granite    6459-RK 

BETTY'S  SHOP 

!             Dr.  Frederic  W.  Brown 

TREATMENT    OF    FACE    AND    SCALP 

'                                   DENTIST 

MARCEL  WAVING,   SHAMPOOING 

MANICURING,    SHINGLE    BOBBING 

\  434    Hancock   Street                      Norfolk    Downs 

Open  Fri.  &  Sat.  Eves — Closed  all  day  Mon. 

\                            Next  to  Hill's  Theater 

McKENZIE'S 
SCHOOL  SUPPLIES 

Typewriters    Rented    at   Reasonable   Rates 

Buy   Your  Christmas  Cards  Early 
McKENZIE'S 

3   Temple  Street  Tel.  Granite  5131 


The  Dunphy  Corset  Shop 

Miss  S.  E.   Dunphy 

BANDEAUX— CORSETTES— GIRDLES 
BRASSIERES— HOSIERY 


No.  8  Maple  Street 


Quincy,  Mass. 


Telephone    0893-W 


GESCO 

PALE    DRY   GINGER   ALE 

POSITIVELY  HAS  NO  EQUAL 

AS    A    PEPPY,    ZESTFUL, 

THIRST-QUENCHING  BEVERAGE 

General  Seltzer  Mfg.   Co. 

Quincy,   Mass. 


THE- 


SPECIALTY  SHOP 

for 
Young  Men  and  Women 


Exclusive  —  but  Not  Expensive 
COOPER'S,  INC. 

GRANITE  STREET— AT  HANCOCK 


UOSTONIANQ 

Shoes  for  Men 


S.  H.  COUCH  CO.,  Inc. 


Norfolk  Downs 


Private    Telephone    Systems 


We  Carry  a  Full  Line 

—  of  — 

Men  and  Boys9 

SNAPPY 

SUITS,    OVERCOATS 
and  PANTS 

At  Very  Reasonable  Prices 


DAVID  KOTOCK 

1446  Hancock  St. 


TEL.    GRANITE    5712-M 


Quincy  Violin   School 

FRANCIS  GREY  CUNNINGHAM.  DIRECTOR 

ROOM     30.    ADAMS     BUILDING 
QUINCY,     MASS. 


OAe  HUMPHREY 


For  Any  Room  In  Your  Home 

'With  the  Radiantfire  you  can  be  ab- 
solutely independent  of  weather  con- 
ditions and  fuel  problems.  It  will 
enable  you  to  stop  the  furnace  earlier 
in  the  Spring,  and  start  it  later  in  the 
Fall  :::::: 


CITIZENS      GAS    LIGHT    CO. 

7  Granite  Street  Quincy 

STOP 

AT 

FOY'S 

ON  YOUR   WAY  TO 
THE  STATION 


—  A  TREAT  TO  EAT  — 


HOME     STUDIO 

156    NEWBURY    AVENUE 

ATLANTIC.   MASS. 


FOY'S    QUALITY    MARKETS 

FRANKLIN  HARKET  -  ADAMS  MARKET 
The  Best  in  Town 


Telephone  Granite,'  6230 


LINCOLN  i^XJ7^€i/    FORDSCI 
CARS  •  TRUCKS  •  TRACTORS 

Atlantic    Motors,    Inc. 

Authorized  Dealers 


50  Beale  Sreet 


Wollaston,  Mass. 


"Now  Then" 

We  sell  and  deliver 

Sheep  Manure 
Fertilizer 
Paints  and  Oils 

ANDROS  HARDWARE  CO. 

680  Hancock  Street,  Wollaston,   Mass. 

Telephone    Granite    33C6-M 


Tel.   Granite  4228 

A.  M.  COOK 

STATIONERY  and  SHEET  MUSIC 

Dennison    Goods,    Crepe    Paper — Napkins, 

Gummed  Labels,   Sealing   Wax,   etc. 

Strings  (or  Musical  Instruments 

Playing  Cards 

17   BEALE  STREET  WOLLASTON 


BEALE  ST.  MARKET 

J.   F.   Johnson 

Meats,    Poultry,    Vegetables 
Canned  Goods,  etc. 

5    Beale    Street,    Wollaston,    Mass. 
TEL.    GRANITE    0888 


PLATNER'S  PHARMACY 


N.    J.    Plainer,    Ph.G.,    Prop. 


662    HANCOCK   ST.,    Cor.    BEACH 
Wollaston,    Mass. 


Compliments     of 

A.  C.  Smith  Filling  Station 


117  Beale  Street 


Wollaston,  Mass. 


WILLIAM  A.  LAMB 

successor  to 

William  Jewelry  Store 

Bracelets  —  Rings  —  Watches 
buy  early  and  buy  in  quincy 

1473  Hancock  Street  Quincy 

Something  New  in  Radio/ 

"THE    MORLEY'S" 

The  Supreme  5-Tube  Radio  Receiver  of  Tuned  Radio  Frequency 

UNSURPASSED  FOR 
DISTANCE  —  VOLUME  —  CLARITY  —  SELECTIVITY 

NOW  available 
direct  from  the  manufacturer  one  profit 

Morley  Radio  Service 

434  HANCOCK  STREET  NORFOLK  DOWNS,   MASS. 

Careful  Buyers  will  Investigate  our  Proposition  before  Deciding 

HEY  BOYS !     Take  your  girls  to     

THE  LILAH  TEA  SHOPPE 

Our  Booths  Make  the  Best  Place  for  a  Tete-a-Tete 
Creamy  Ice  Cream  Sodas,  Good  Ice  Cream,  the  Best  Chocolates 

Oh!  Man,  Just  Taste  Our  Club  Sandwiches 
23A  Beale  Street Wollaston 

Reserve   Your    Booth    by    Calling    Granite   5330-M 


LIBERTY  SHOE  STORE 

TO  ALL  STUDENTS — If  you  will  present  this  coupon  we 
will  allow  you  10%  reduction  on  any  purchase  in  our  store. 

The  Store  For  Quality  and  Style 
SMITH-GOODMAN  SHOE  CO. 

1429    HANCOCK   STREET      -        -  QUINCY,    MASS. 


Name 

Address.. 


Liberty  Shoe  Store 

1429  Hancock  St. 
Quincy,  -  Mass. 


Tel.  Con. 


First  Class  Repairing 


WILLIAM  E.  FRITZ 


JEWELER 


WATCHES,  CLOCKS  AND  JEWELRY 
CUT  GLASS  AND  SILVERWARE 


Munroe  Building 


1543  Hancock  St.  Quincy,  Mass. 


WRIGHT  &  DITSON 

Athletic  Goods 

Basket  Ball,  Hockey,  Skates,  Sweaters, 

Jerseys,  Qymnasium  Supplies, 

Etc.,  Etc. 


Clothing  and  Shoes  for  All  Sports 

SKATES   SHARPENED 

(Stndfor  General  Catalogue) 

344  Washington  Street 
BOSTON       :        :       MASS. 


J.  F.  ROGERS  AUTO  CO. 


DISTRIBUTORS  OF 


NASH  CARS 


430  HANCOCK  STREET 


QUINCY    ::     MASSACHUSETTS 


=1 


Please  Mention  The  Qelden-Rod  When  Patronizing  Our  Advertiser* 


NATIONAL 
MOUNT  WOLLASTON 

BANK 


— i —    i    '   liiiiiiiri 


■in-ill 


SAVINGS  DEPARTMENT 

Interest  Begins  First  Day  of  Each  Month 


OPEN  SATURDAY  EVENINGS  7-9 


Member    of    Federal    Reserve    Bank 


J 


